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CHARACTERS 



Faust Tenor 

Mbphibtopiixub Bass-Baritone 

Valkktine, MARr.UBRiTE*8 Brothbr BartAme 
Wagmrr, A Studrnt Baritone 



Marguerite Soprano 

SiEBEL, A Youth Soprano 

Martha, Friend of Marguerite . 

MeMao-Soprasto 



Peasants, Townspeople, Soldiers, Students, Priesi^, Boys, Etc. 
The scene is in Germany in the sixteenth century. 



PREFATORY NOTE 



Thb legend of the magician Faust and his 
compact with the Devil comes from remote 
antiquity. At first in the form of folk tales in 
many lands, through ballads and the primitive 
drama it found its way into literature. It re- 
mained for the master-poet, Goethe, to fuse all 
the elements of the legend into an imaginative 
drama of unequaled ethical and poetic interest, 
to give the story the form in which it appeals 
most strongly to the modem mind. 

Innumerable musical works of every form have 
drawn inspiration from the story of Faust 
Wagner's concert-overture, Liszt's symphony, and 
the beautiful fragments by Schumann are among 
the noblest of such works. Stage versions of the 
legend have been numerous, but the first really 
poetic creation was Spohr's opera of '' Faust," 
composed in 1813. Since its appearance there 
has been an abundance of Faust operas by Eng- 
lish German, French and Italian composers 



down to the imaginative but fragmentary '' Me- 
ibtofele " of Boito (1868). But of all the stage 
versions that have claimed the public attention, 
that of Barbier and Carrtf, made after Goethe's 
drama and set to music by Charles Gounod, is 
far and away the most popular, and may be 
regarded, in its lyric dress, as the most successful 
also. There exists scarcely a single rival to the 
popularity of Gounod's " Faust " among opera- 
goers. 

The love story with which the French libret- 
tists concerned themselves exclusively is wholly 
Goethe's conception, and finds no place in the old 
legends concemihg the magician Faust. With 
true Gallic instinct they seized this pathetic 
episode as being best adapted for a lyric settings 
and making the most potent appeal to the emo- 
tions of the spectators. But to the composer 
himself is due the credit oi suggesting the story of 
Faust as a suitable subject for musical treatment* 



THE STORY OF THE ACTION 



Act I. — Faust, an aged philosopher, who has 
grown weary of life, and of the vain search for the 
source of all knowledge, decides, after a night- 
long vigil, to end his existence by taking poison. 
In the act of raising the cup to his lips his hand 
is arrested by the sound of merr)' voices of 
maidens singing in the early morning of the joy 
of Uving. Again he essays to drink, but pauses 



to listen to the song of the reapers on their way 
to the fields, voicing their gratitude to God. 
Excited to a frenzy of rage, Faust curses all that 
is good and calls upon the Evil One to aid him. 
Mephistopheles ai^ars, and offers gold, glory, 
boundless power; but the aged doctor craves 
youth, its passions and delights. The fiend agrees 
that all shall be his if he but sign a compact, bj 



PREFATORY NOTE 



whidi the dev3 aenrcs Faust on eartlit but in the 
hereafter bdow the relation is to be reveiied. 
Faust %avers at first, but a vision ci Margnerite 
appears, which inflames his ardor and diqieb 
his hesitation; he drinks the potion and is 
transforimed into a young and handsome man. 

Act II. — A Kimifsse or town iair. Groups 
of students, soldiers, oM men, maids and matrons 
fill the scene. Valentine, the brother of Mar- 
guerite, about to leave for the wars, commends 
his sister to the care of Siebel, who timidly adores 
her. While Wagner, a student, is attempting a 
song, he is mtemipted by Mephistopheles who 
volunteers to sing him a better one (the moddng 
*« Calf of Gold ")• Then the fiend causes a fiery 
liquor to flow miraculously from the tavern sign, 
and proposes the health of Marguerite. Valen- 
tine resents the insult, but hb sword b broken in 
his hand, and Mephistopheles draws a magic 
cirde around himsdf and bidis defiance to the 
nqpiers of the sokliers. These, now suspecting his 
evil nature, hoU their cruciform sword-hilts 
toward Mephistophdes, who cowers away at the 
holy symbol. The fite is resumed; in the midst 
id the revelry Marguerite enters, returning home 
from church. Faust offers to escort her home, 
but she timidly dedines his assistance, and leaves 
hun enamoured of her beauty. The act closes 
with a merry dance of the townspeople. 

Act III. — The scene shows the garden of 
Marguerite's dwelling. Siebel enters to leave a 
nosegay on the doorstep of his charmer. The 
flowers he plucks wither at his touch, due to an 
evil spell cast upon him by the fiend, whidi he, 
however, breaks by dip(Nng his hand in holy 
water. Faust and Mephistophdes conceal them- 
selves in the garden after having left a casket of 
jeweb on the doorstep near Siebers modest offer- 
mg. Marguerite returns home and seats herself 
at the spinning-wheel, smging the while a song of 
the **Iimg of Thule.*' But she mterrupts die 
song to dieam of the handsome stranger who had 
spoken to her at the ftte. Upon discovering the 
jewels, she cannot forbear to adorn herself. 
While thus occupied, Faust and hb evil ally 
appear. The latter engi«;!es the girl's fli|^^ 



neighbor, Martha, in conversation, iriiile Faast 
pleads hb passion's cause successfully with Maf- 
guente. 

Act IV. — Betrayed and deserted by her lover. 
Marguerite must bear the scorn of her former 
companions. Siebel alone b faithful, and speaks 
comforting words. She goes to the church to 
pray ; but her supplications are interrupted by the 
mocking fiend at her elbow, by the accusing cries 
of demons, and by the stem chants of the wor- 
shipers. Finally Mephbtopheles appears to the 
sight of the wretched girl, who swoons with terror. 

The return of the victorious soldiers brings 
back Valentine, who hears evil stories of his 
sbter's condition. Aroused by an insulting sei^ 
enade which Mephistopheles, accompanied by 
Faust, sings beneath Marguerite's window, Val* 
entine engages in a duel with the latter and b 
wounded to the death. Dying, he curses Mar- 
guerite, who comes from the church to hb sideb 
and accuses her of bringing him to hb end. 

Act V. — Marguerite, her reason shaken by 
her misfortunes, has killed her child, and for thb 
crime she b thrown into prison, and condemned 
to die. Faust, aided by Mephbtophdes, obtsins 
access to her cell and urges her to fly with him ; 
but her poor mind cannot grasp the situation, and 
recurs only to the scenes, of their love. When 
she sees Faust's companion, she turns from him in 
horror, falls upon het knees, and impbres thn 
mercy of heaven. As she sinks in death, Mepli* 
istopheles pronounces her damned, but a hcW* 
enly voice proclaims her pardoned ; and while a 
cekstbl dioir chants the Easter hymn the soul of 
Marguerite is seen borne up to heaven by angeb. 
Faust falls to his knees, and the devil croudies 
beneath the shining sword of an archangeL 

First performed at the Th^Atre Lyrique, Parian 
Marc^ 19, 1859, with the following cast: 

Lb DocnuR Faust .... JfJf. Bmfiti 

MiPHisTOPHiLis Balmrtfmk 

Valbntin Riymmti 

Waonbh CSM 

MARGUMun .... Mmes. Mwkm-CdrvaU^ 

SiBBBL Faivrt 

Martha 



FAUST 



JIT 

li 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 
jFausfs Study. 

Fauit difoovcfcd, alope. He is mtod at a table c p w o wd 

jHFCBmcfltai an open book oca before Ubi. 
ia the socket 



No I In vain hath my soul aspired, with 

ardent longing, 
All to know, — all in earth and heaven. 
No light illumines the visions, ever 

thronging 
My brain ; no peace is given, 
And I linger, thus sad and weary. 
Without power to sunder the chain 
Binding my soul to life always dreary. 
Nought do I see 1 Nought do I know I 

(He deees tke book and rises. Day begfaH to dawa.) 



Again tis light I 

On its westward course flying, 

The somber ni|^ vanishes. 



.) 
Again the light of a new day 1 

O death 1 when will jthy dusky wings 

Above me hover and give me — rest? 

(Seistef a iaak «■ tbe table.) 

Well, then 1 Since death thus evades me. 
Why should I not g^^ in search ol him ? 
Hail, my final day, all hail 1 
No fears my heart assail ; 
On earth my days I number ; 
For this draught immortal slumber 
Will secure me, and care dispel ! 

(Poan Hqvki Iron the flask into a OTstal nblet. Just as he is 
■^ to false it to hk Mps, the foUowiac chonis m heafd, without.) 



Cko. of Maidens, Why thy eyes so lustrous 
Hidest thou from sight ? 
Bright Sol now is scattering 
Beams of golden light ; 
The nightingale is warbling 
Its carol of love ; 



ACTE PREMIEIL 

SC&NE PREMIERE. 
£e Cakimei dk Jufmsi. 

U«8t 




de 

Ualvre 



liU 



Famsi. RienL. — En vain finterrage, en 
aidente veille, 
La nature et le Crtf ateur ; 
Pas une voix ne glisse a mon oreille 
Un mot consolateur 1 
J*ai langui triste et solitaire. 
Sans poavour briser le lien 
Qui m'attache encore a la terre I... 
}e ne vois rien 1 — Je ne sais rien L.. 



CD 



le ihre et ae ft««. Le joar < 



kaaldaO 



Le del pilit 1 — Devant Taube nouveile 
La sombre nuit 
S'^anouit I... 

Encore un jour I — encore un jour qui 

luit I... 
O moit, quand viendras4u m'abriler 

aouaton aik? 

aMiolssark table.) 



Eh bien I puisque la mort me 
Pourquoi nlrais-je pas ^ers elle ?..« 
Salut 1 6 mon dernier matin t 
J'arrive sans terreur au termedu voyage; 
Et je suis, avec ce breuvage, 
Le seul miitre de mon desdn I 



\ ooapede 
d» ydoL de 




Ckoeur de Jeutus PUUs. Paresseuse 
Qui sommeille encor I 
D6ji le jour brille 
Sous son manteau d'or. 
Dtf ji I'oiseau chante 
Ses folles chansons; 



filk 
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FAUST 



Rosy tints of morning 
Now gleam from above ; 
Flow'rs unfold their beauty 
To me scented gale ; 
Nature all awakens — 
Of love tells its tale. 
Faust Hence, empty sounds of human joys 
Flee far from me. 
O goblet, which my ancestors 
So many times have filled, 
Why tremblest thou in my grasp ? 

(Afain niiiiv the goblet to hit fi|w.) 

Cko, of Laborers 

(witho«t). 

The mom into the fields doth summon us. 

The swallow hastes away I 

Why tarry, then ? 

To labor let's away 1 to work let's on, 

The sky is bright, the earth is fair, 

Our tribute, then, let's pay to heav'n. 
Cko. of Maidens and Laborers, 

Praises to God I 
Faust. God ! God I 

(He sinks faHo e chair.) 

But this God, what will he do for me ? 

Will he return to me youth, love, and 
faith ? 

(Withna^) 

Cursed be all of man's vile race I 
Cursed be the chains which bind him in 

his place! 
Cursed be visions false, deceiving ! 
Cursed the folly of believing 1 
Cursed be dreams of love or hate I 
Cursed be souls with joy elate. 
Cursed be science, prayer, and faith I 
Cursed my fate in life and death 1 
Infernal king» arise 1 



SCENE II. 



Mep. 



Faoit aad 



Here am 1 1 So, I suqHise you? 
Satan, Sir, at your service I 



L'aube caresaante 
Sourit aux moissons ; 
Le ruisseau murmure, 
La fleur s'ouvre au jour, 
Toute la nature 
S'^veille a I'amour I 
Faust Vains tfchos de la joie humaine. 
Passez, passes votre chemin 1... 
O coupe des aieux, qui tant . fois fas 

pleine, 
Pourquoi trembles-tu dans ma mam ?-'• 

(n pocte de novvBev k ccope k ees Itvice.) 

Choeur des Laboureurs 

(dehon). 

Aux champs I'aurore nous rappelle ; 
Le temps est beau, la terre est belle ; 
B^ni soit Dieu I 
A peine voit-on Thirondelle, 
Qui vole et plonge d'un coup d'aile 
Dans le profondeur du del bleu 1 
f tunes FUUs et Labs. B^ni soit Dieu I 

Faust, (reposant la coupe) Dieu ! 

(n ae laieie letombcr due eon fiuMMdl.) 

Mais ce Dieu, que peut-il pour moi I 

(Selevut.) 

Me rendra^tll I'amour, I'espdrance et U 
foi? 

<Avec ra«e>) 

Maudites soyez-vous,&volupt& humainesi 

Maudites soient les chaines 

Qui me font ramper ici-bas 1 

Maudit soit tout ce qui nous leuire, 

Vain espoir qui passe avec I'heure, 

R^ves d'amour ou de combats t 

Maudit soit le bonheur, maudites U 

science. 
La pribre et la foi t 
Maudite sois-tu, patieqce \ 
A moi, Satan I a moi I 



M^. 



SCENE II. 

PAim, MBffBVnOHBLli. 



(appenieeeat). 

Me void t ... D'oii vient ta surprise I 
Ne suis-je pas mis k ta guise ? 



FAUST 



Faust 
Faust 
Fausi. 



Faust. 
Msp. 



Faust 
Mip. 

Fausi. 

Faust. 



M^. 



A sword at my side ; on my hat a gay 

feather; — 
A cloak o'er my shoulder ; and altogether, 
Why, gotten up quite in the fashion 1 

(BiMJy.) 

But come, Doctor Faust, what is your will ? 

Behold I Speak! Are you afraid of me? 

No. 

Do you doubt my power ? 

Perhaps. 

Prove it, then. 

fi^^nel 

Fie I Fie 1 Is this your politeness I 

But learn, my friend, that with Satan 

One should conduct in a different way. 

I've entered your door with infinite 

trouble. 
Would you kick me out die very same 

day? 
Then what will you do for me ? 
Anything in the world I All things. But 
Say first what you would have. 
Abundance of gold? 
And what can I do with riches ? 
Good. I see where the shoe pmches. 
You will have glory. 
Still wrong. 
Power, then. 

Na I would have a treasure 
Which contains all. I wish for youth. 
Oh I I would have pleasure, 
And love, and caresses, 
For youth is the season 
When joy most impresses. 
One round of enjoyment. 
One scene of delight, 
Should be my emp]o)rment 
From day<<lawn till night 
Oh, I would have pleasure. 
And love, and caresses ; 
If youth you restore me, 
My joys I'll renew 1 



I can give 



'TisweU — aU thou 
thee. 
Amu/. Ah I but what must I give in return ? 



Msp. 

Faust. 



Mip. 



Faust. 
Msp. 



L'^pte an oM, lapfaune an 
L'escarcelk pleine, un ridie 
Sur I'tfpaule ; — en somme 
Un vrai gentilhomme 1 
Eh bien 1 que me veuz-Cn, 
Parle, vovons I... -*- Tci fais-je 



Faust Non. 

M^. Doutes-tu ma puisaanoe ?— 

Faust. Pent- tre 1 

M^. Mets-la done k 1 Vpreove L. 

Faust. Va4'en 1 

Mip. Fi I — c'est tt U rrfonnaisianrr t 
Apprends de moi qn'avec Satan 
L'on en doit user d'antie soite, 
Et qu'il n'^tait pas beaoin 
De Tappeler de si loin 
Pour le mettre ensuite k la porta I 

Faust. Et que peux-tu pour moi ? 
M^. Tout — Mais dis-moi d'abocd 

Ce que tu veux ; — est-ce de Tor f 



? 



Que ferais-je de la richease? 

Bienl je voboulebltteblcsiel 

Tu veux lagloire ? 

Plus encor t 

La puissance I 

Non 1 je veux un trtexr 

Qui les contient tousL.je veox la 

jeunesse! 
A moi les plaisirs, 
Les jeunes mattresses I 
A moi leurs caresses I 
A moi leurs d^shrs ? 
A moi I'teeigie 
Des instincts puissaQta* 
Et la folle orgie 
Du cceur et des sens I 
Ardente jeunesse, 
A moi tes dMrsI 
Amoi ton tvresse! 
A moi tea plaisirs !..• 
Fort bien I je puis contenter ton capriea 



FasuL Et que te donnerai-je en retour ? 



FAUST 



M^. Tbbutlitde: 

In this world I w&l be tbjr sbtve. 
But down bdow thou mutt be mine. 

Fauti. Bekml 

M^. Below. 

Come, write. What I does thy hmn4 trem- 
ble? 

Whence this dire trepidation ? 

lis youth that now awaits thee — 
Beholdl 

(At a rfv frani Mwiw bm, Ikt 



Ftmst Oh, wonder 1 

M^. Well, how do you like it ? 



Fnui. Give me the scroll 1 



M^. 



Come on then I And now, 

I invite thee to emp^ a cup, 
In which there is neither 

death. 
But younig and vigofous Uie. 



poison nor 



^Mtf/« 



O beautiful, adorable vision t I drink to 



I 



oflfce 



M^. Presque rien : 

Ici, je suis k ton service, 
Mais Ui-faas tu seras au mien. 

Faust LJ^bas ?... 

M^. La-bas. 

Aliens, signe. — Eh quoi t 

tremble 1 
Que faut-il pour te d&ider ? 
La jeunesse t*appelle ; 6se la 



regarder Lw 



(H fril «B MMe. An foad da thUtw t'owfn tl hfav ^dk 



M^. 


Come, then. 


Fktat 


Say, shaU I agam behoU her ? 


Mi*. 


Mostsurdyl 


Auat 


Wheni 


M^. 


This veiy day! 


tkuti. 


TbwelL 


M*. 


Then let* s away. 


MM. 


lis pleasure I covet. 




Tb bean^ I crave ; 




I sigh for its kisses, 




Its hnre I demand 1 




With ardor unwonted 




I long now to bum ; 




I nghCor the rapture 




Of heart and of sense. 



FOMSt. 


O merveille 1... 


M^. 


Ehbient que t'ensemUe ? 




(FHMtkpiwiMHiii) 


Fmmsi. 


Donne 1... 


• 


(ii4p»0 


M^. 


Alkmsdoncl 




(Piiiiil k cnv* VMlii NT k teblt^ 




Et maintenant. 




Mattre, c'est moi qui te convie 




A vider cictte coupe o& fume en bowil 




lonnant 




Non plus la mort, non plus le poison ; — 




maisla viel 


Fkmst. 




(PkHMH k cmpe d m tmnam wen llAMvmiB^ 




A toi, fimtdme adorable et charmant t^ 


,jn tidi k oamm tft m tnmn iiSiwufhuil m Imm U dMaii 


W|PlMiB« 


UfWndtaBmdiO 


M^. 


Viensl 


Fmutt. 


Je la reverrai ? 


M^. 


Sans doute. 


Ft9Ui, 


Quand? 


M^. 


AujourdliuL 


Fm$tL 


CestUenl 


M^. 


En route 1 


FnuL 


A moi les plaisirs. 




Les jeunes mattresses 1 




A moi leurs caresses 1 




A moi leurs d^sirs 1 


M^. 


A toi la jeunesse. 




Atoi ses d6sirs, 




A toi son ivtesse, 


• 


A toi ses plaisirs 1 




abaartm. -Utaiktaate^ 



FAUST 



OMjoUktcky 




ACT 11. 

SCENE L 
7%e JCermesu. 



cfllM 



Shuif. Wine or beei« now^ which you will 1 
So the glass quick you fill I 
And replenish at our need : 
At our bouts we drink with speed I 

IFaig^. Now, young tipplers at the cask, 
Dont refuse what I ask — 
Drink to glory I drink to love I 
Drain the sparkling glass 1 

Shub. We young tipplers at the cask 
Won't refuse what you ask — 
Here's to glory I here's to love I 
Drain the sparkling glass I 

(IVf dflak.) 

SMiers. 

Castles, hearts, or fortresses, 

Are t6 us all one. 
Strong towers, maids with fair tresses, 

By the brave are won ; 
He, who hath the art to take them, 

Shows no litde skill ; 
He, who knows the way to keep them, 

Hath more wisdom still. 

On holy'^lays and feast-days, 
I love to talk oi war and battles. 
While the toiling crowds around 
Worry their brains with affairs, 
I stroll calmly to this retreat 
On the banks of the gliding river. 
And behokl the boats which pass 
While I leisurely empty my glass. 

(CkiKBS ud loldian fo to back of itaf*^ 
(A fRMp of fOWIf firti COtCfft.) 

GirU. Merry fellows come this way. 
Yes, they now advance ; 
Let us, then, our steps delay, 
Just to take one glance. 



(Thty 0B to ilgki of 



CiHgiHs, 



BMOMi) 



ACTE DEUXIEME. 

SC&NE PREMIERE. 
La Kermesu, 

drbfOe. A immIk w oborti 4 !< 



Eimdi. 



Yin ou bifere, 
Biire ou vin. 
Que mon v«rre 

Soit plein! 
Sans veigogne, 
Coiq> sur coap^ 
Un ivfogne 
Boittoutl 



fVag. 



Jeuneadepte 
I)etonneau 
N'en ezoepte 
Que I'eau I 

(Di 



Quetaglofare, 
Tes amours, 
Soient de botre 
Ton jours I 



SaUats. 

Filles ou forteresses, 

C'est tout un, morbleu I 

Yieuz burgs, jeunes maitresses 

Sont pour nous un jeu I 

Cdui qui sait s'y prendre 

Sans trop de f a^on, 

Les oblige k se rendre 

En payant ran^on I 

Baurgiois. 

Auz jours de dimanche et de fte, 

• 

J'aime k parler guerre et combats ; 
Tandis que les peupies la-bas 
Se cassent la tCte. 
}e vais m'asseoir sur les coteauz 
Qui sont voisins de la riviere, 
Et je vois passer les bateaux 
En vidant mon verre I 

(Boumoii t> Soldy iHMKt wn te toad dw HilHw^ 



(U« CRNipe dt 

Les Jtmms FUUs 

(1 



.) 



de ootv^a. 



Yoyex oes hardis compares 
Qui viennent Uibas ; 
Ne soyons pas trop s^v^res, 
Retardons le pas. 




Ui 
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FAUST 



Spr%jhd]f ntidois now a/dvsiioCy 
Watch their oooqiwriiig airs ; 
Frknda be guarded, lest a glance 
Take TOO unawares. 



Bdioid the silhr damsels. 
And the foolish yoaag men ; 
We were once as young as they are, 
And as pietty agam. 



MUU. 



Itote 



>). 



Ye strive hard to please, 
Your object is plain. 
AfdSr. Beer or wine, wine or beer, 

Nought care I« with heart of cheer* 



ijAMRVFT. 

On, then, let's on; 
Brave soldiers are we, 
To conquest well on. 

Come, ne^hbor I In this fine weatbei 
Let us empty a botde together 1 
MmUms. 

Thqf wish to please us, but tis in vain \ 
VL you ave angry, little you'll gain. 

Kmcht ^ifWdBnifr 

Thqr nve bright litde maidens , 'tis plain ; 
Well co n t ri ve their &vor to gain. 



SCENE II. 




VA 



Dmxikm Ck^. d'Bimdt. 

Voyes ces mines gaillardes 
Et ces airs vainqueurs 1 
Amis, soyons sur nos gardes, 
Tenons bien nos coeun 1 

Ch0. Di Mats, 

(otemat Ih AidfaMli at In Inmct sua). 

Vtfftz apris ces donzelles 
Courir ces messieurs I 
Nous sommes aussi bien qu'elles, 
Sinon beauooup mieux I 



.) 



MaU. 



aadhottvlBl^ 



O sacred medallion. 
Gift of aiy sister dear 
To ward off danger and fear. 

As I diargewidi my brave battalion. 
Best thou upon my heart. 



(MXieHMSIlH). 

Voos voulez leur plaire 
Nous le voyons bien 

Eiuds. Vin ou bi^ie, 
Bi^re ou vifi. 
Que mon verre 
Soil plein 1 

Sols. 

Pas be beauts fi^ 1 
Nous Savons leur plaire 
En un tour de main 1 

Bourg, Vidons un verre 
De ce bon vin 1 

Jmrns FUks. 

De votre col^e 

Nous ne craignons rien 1 

Voyes leur colore, 
Voyez leur maintien 1 

(Lm Avdhsti •! let tifHntt lipMBBt In 



.) 



sc£:ne II. 



YaL 



•a tamk, B lint a* pclhe ■6diai k h mAit. 

samte medaiUe, 
Qui me viens de ma soeur^ 
Au jour de la bataille, 
Pour totfter la mort, reste U sur mmi 
I 
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W^. 



Vol. 
Vol. 



Vol. 

ShuL 
Fa/. 



ITv- 



0*0. 



Here oomes Vakntine, in sevch of us, 
doubtless. 

Let us drain the parting cup, comrades. 

It is time we were on the road. 

What sayst thou ? 

Why this sorrowful farewell ? 

Like you, I soon must quit these scenes, 

Leaving behind me Marguerite. 

Alas I my mother no longer lives, 

To care for and protect her. 

More than one friend hast thou 
Who faithfully will thy place supply. 
My thanks I 

On me you may rely. 

In us thou surely mayst confide. 

Even bravest heart may swell 

In the moment of farewell. 

Loving smile of sister kind, 

Quiet home I leave behind. 

Oft shall I think of you 

Whenever the wine-cup passes round, 

When alone my watch I keep. 

But when danger to glory shall call me, 

I still will be first in the fray, 

As blithe as a knight in his bridal array. 

Careless what fate shall befall me 

When glory shall call me. 



Come on, friends 1 No tears nor vain 

alarms; 
Quaff we good wine, to the success of 

our arms I 
Drink, boys, drink I 
In a joyous refrain 
Bid farewell, till we meet again. 
Well drink 1 Fill high t 
Once more in song our voices 
Let us raise. 



Wof. Ah I void Valentin qui nous cherche 
doute! 



Vai. Un dernier coup, messieurs, et niettDiia> 

nous en route ! 
H^. Qu'as-tu done ? ... quels regrets attristent 

nos adieux ? 
Fa/. Comme vous, pour longtemps, je vais 
quitter ces lieux ; 
J'y laisse Marguerite, et, pour veiUer sur 

elle, 
Ma m^re n'est plus la I 
Sie. Plus d'un ami fidtie 

Saura te remplacer a ses c6t^s I 



Fa/. 



Sie. 



M Hmal b qnin). 

Mercil 

Sur moi tu peux compter I 



Etuds. Compte sur nous aussi I 

Fa/. Avant de quitter ces lieux, 

Sol natal de mes aieux, 

A toi, Seigneur et Roi des Cieux, 

Ma soeur je confie. 

Daigne de tout danger 

.Tou jours la prot^ger, 

Cette sceur si cb^rie. 

IMIivr^ d*une triste penstfe, 

J'irais chercher la gloire au sein des 
ennemis, 

Le premier, le plus brave au fort de la 
m£l^, 

J'irai combattre pour mon pays. 

Et si vers lui Dieu me rappelle, 

Je viellerai sur toi fidUe, 

O Marguerite 1 
Wag. Allons, amis I point de vaines alarmes I 

A ce bon vin ne melons pas de larmes I 

Buvons, trinquons, et qu'un joyeux re- 
frain 

Nous mette en train I 



Etuds, Buvons, trinquons, et qu*un joyeux r» 
frain 
Nous mette en train I 
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m^. 



M^. 



Mif. 



m^. 



M^ 



A rat, more oowaid than bnwtf 
And with an etoeedingfy ii^^y head. 

Lodged in a sort ci hole or caTe, 
Under an ancient hogshead. 
Acat— 



SCENE IIL 



tfc« allium —d 

Good sirl 

Whatl 

If it so pleaae ye I shoold wish 

To mingle with ye a short time. 

If jroor good friend will kindly end his 

111 tell ye a few things well worth die 

hearing. 
One will suffice, but let that one be good. 



My utmost I will do 
Your worships not to bote. 

I. 

CaK of Gold t aye in all the world 
To your mightiness they proffer, 
Intense at your fane they offer 
From end to end of all the world. 
And in honor ci. the idol 
Kings and peoples eveiywhere 
To the sound of jingling coins 
Dance with zeal b festive cirde, 
Round about the pedestal. 
Satan, he conducts the balL 

II. 

Calf of Gold, strongest god below! 
To his temple overfbwing 
Crowds before his vile shape bowing, 
The monster dares insult the skies. 
With contempt he views around him 
All the vaunted human race, 



IKv- 



Jf^. 






Wag. 



M^. 



Un rat plus poltron que hxv9% 
Et plus laid que beau, 
Logeait au fond d'une cave. 
Sous un vieux tonneau ; 
Un chat.. 



SCJENE III. 



Pardon I 

Hein? 

Parmi vous, de grice 

PermettesHnoi de prendre friace 1 

Que votre ami d'abord ach^e sa chan- 
son 1 

Moi, je vous en promets plusieurs de ma 
fafonl 



(daHndut de urn. ctcabeMi). 

Une seule suffit, pourvu qu'elle soit 

bonnet 
Je ferai de men mieuz pour n*ennuyer 

personne 1 

I. 

Le veau d'or est toujours debout ; 

On encense 

Sa puissance 

D'un bout du monde k Tautre bout 1 

Pour f6ter I'infftme idole, 

Peuples et rois confondus, 

Au bruit sombre des teus 

Dansent une ronde foUe 

Autour de son piMestal ?... 

Et Satan conduit le bal 1 

II. 

Le veau d'or est vainqueur des dieux; 

Dans son gloire 

D^risoire 

Le monstre abjecte msulte aux cieuzl 

II oontemple, 6 rage Strange I 

A ses pieds le genre humain 
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AH. 
Ck0. 
Vol. 



As they strive in abject toil, 
As with sottb debased they cirde 
Round about the pedestal. 
Satan, he conducts the balL 
Satan, he conducts the ball. 
A strange story this of thine. 

(Mide). 

And stranger still is he who sings it 

(oiinrioc * cup to llBmmfBBLis). 

Will you honor us by pairtaking of wine ? 



Jfa^. With pleasure. Ah 1 

(TtUv WiiOHn hf Ike hand, aad KratWifai Ut ptfanO 

Behold what saddens me to view. 

See you this line ? 
ffV. WeU I 
M^. A sudden death it presages, — 

You will be killed in mounting to th' 
assault 1 
Sit. You are then a sorcerer ! 
Me^. Even so. And your own hand shows 
plainly 

To what fate condemns. What ibwer 
you would gather 

Shall wither in the grasp. 
Si. I? 

A^. No more bouquets for Maiguerite.- 
fW. My sister ! How knew you her name ? 

Ifi^. Take care, my brave fellow I 

Some one i Jcnow is destined to kill you. 

(TtkiBff tht cup.) 

Your health, gentlemen I 
Pah 1 What miserable wine ! 
Allow me to offer you some from my 
cellar? 

(iHBpi OB the tftfale, awl ftrikee oo a little euk, eamaiuited bf 
Ihe Smtf eC Ike tod Bocchut. wUch eenrcs m a dfo to the Ibd.) 

What ho I thou god of wine, now give us 
drink I 

<mM gwihcs forth from cask, and M BPHnrorasLKS iilli Ma goblet.) 

Approach, my friends 1 

Each one shall be served to his liking. 



7hu. 
Ck0. 



Wilg. 



Se ruant, le fer en mam, 
Dans k sang et dans la fange 
Oik brille I'ardent m^tal L.. 
Et Satan conduit le bal I 
Et Satan conduit le bal I 
Merd de ta chanson I 

(kpait). 

Singulier persomiagel 



( 



mk v«nc& 



J). 



Nous ferez vous Thonneur de trinquer 
avec nous? 
ifSs^. Yolontiers I... 

(niWwit la BidB de Wa0«m el I'eniriMiit.) 

Ah ! vcNci qui m'attriste pour vousl 

Yous voyez cette ligne ? 
W0g. Eh Min ? 
JMs^. FAcheuz pr^sagie I 

Yous vous ferez tuer en montant k 
Tassautl 
Sk. Yous fttes done sorcier ? 
Mif. Tout juste autant qu*il faut 

Pour lire dans ta main que le del te 
oondamne 

A ne plus toucher une fleur 

Sans qu'elle se fane I 
Sk. Moil 

Mip. Plus de bouquets i Marguerite L- 
Vki. Ma soeur I... 

Qui vous a dit son nom ? 
JU^. Prenez garde, mon brave I 

Yous vous ferez tuer par quelqu'un que 
je sais! 

(PtanM le vem dn bmuds de WAOim.) 

A votre sant< L.. 

(IcIaaA k ooMeM d« vcnc. a«rta y avoir ticaipC aea ttvna^ 

Penh I que ton vin est mauvais t..« 
Permettez-moi de vous en offrir de ma 
cave I 

(ftepMt av le inm i i ia, wumaatd d^M Baockne. qvl aift 
ancabarat.) 

HoliL I seigneur Bacchus I h, boire I... 



(Le Tin jaiDit da toaneau. Aox AudiaDls.) 

Approchez-vous ) 

Chacun sera servi seion ses go<its t 
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Fa/. 



To your health, now and hereafterl 
To Maiguerite 1 

Eooughl If I do not silence him. 
And that instantly, I wiU die. 



Ck0. 



(He 

Voi. 



AU 



(TWwlM 

Holal 
Holal 

(1^ Aftw OHir MPOidk) 

Ah, ha I Why do you tremble so, you 
who menace me? 

V4 



Wtmkca.) 



M^. 



Famsi 



Mip. 



Famsi. 



M^. 



My sword, O amazement! 
Is broken asunder. 



kndln of tiKir Mmdi). 

Gainst the powers of evil our arms assail- 
ing, 
Strongest earthly mig^ is unavailing. 
But thou canst not charm us, 
Look hither 1 

While this blest sign we wear 
Thou canst not harm us. 



SCENE IV. 



thai PAOsr. 

WiB'U meet anon, good sirs, — adieu I 



(MM). 

Why, what has happened ? 

Oh, nothing I let us change die subject 1 

Say, Doctor, what would you of me ? 

With what shall we b^;m ? 

Where bides the beauteous maid 

Thine art did show to me ? 

Or was*t mere witchcraft ? 

No, but her virtue doth protect her from 

thee, 
And heaven itself would keep her pure. 



Vai. 



A la sant< que tout 1 llieuie 

Vous porties, mes amis, i Maiguerite 



k). 



M acndMat b wm dM 
Assez I.... 
Si je ne te fais taire i Pinstant, que je 
meure I 

(Lt vte • ' Miii mm dni U «mvm piMie ■iifiwinMi da in) 

IVoi. a ks Etuds. 

Hoik I... 

Mip. Pourquoi trembler, vous qui me mena- 
cez? 

pour I 'mn wi.— Sob Ipfc le brfag.) ^^ 

Vol. Mon fer, 6 surprise 1 

Dans les airs se brise !... 
Vol,, Wag., Sie. ei Its Etuds. 

(forcutt MspHisTOraBLn Brecolerct W piteataaC la nidc de b^ 

Apitt). ^^ 

De I'enfer qui vient ^mousser 
Nos armesl 

Nous ne pouvons pas repousser 
Les charmes t 

Mais puisque tu brises le fer^ 
Rq;arde I... 

C'est une croix qui, de I'enfer,- 
Nous garde I 



Mij^. 



SCiNE IV. 

l Uramw ELM, puM Faoct. 



Fausi 



(iWHiteBt MB fpfc tu foOltWtt). 

Nous nous retrouverons, mes amis I — 
Serviteurl 



■ctee). 



(oamat 

Qu'as^u done ? 
Mtj^n Rien I — A nous deux, cher docteur t 

Qu'attendez-vous de moi? par ou oom- 
mencerai-je ? 
Fausi. Oil se cache la belle enfant 

Que ton art m'a fait voir? — Est-ce un 
vain sortil^? 
Mef. Non pas 1 mais contre nous sa vertu la 
prot^; 
Et le del mtme la dtf end 1 
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M^. 



It matten not! 

Come, lead me to her, 

Or I straightway abandon thee. 

Then 111 comp^ 1 twerepi^ you should 

think 
So meanly of the magic power which I 



Have patience ! and to this joyous tune. 
Right sure am I, the maiden will appear. 



SCENE V. 




crw 



(bmiUv mks dM fpllk tWr Ami). 

As the wind that sportively plays. 
At first will light dust only raise. 
Yet, at last, becomes a gale. 
So our dancing and our singing, 
Soft at first, then Idudly ringing, 
Will resound o'er hill and dale. 

IfMidtM flMOBt VpOB dM ttlllt^ and *ff ^t^ *j 

See those lovely young maidens. 
Will you not adc of them 
To accept you? 



MautL No I desist from thy idle sport, 

And leave my heart free to reflection. 



Sk. 



Marguerite this way alone can arrive. 

cf^ Maidens 

Pray seek you a partner to join in 
dance? 



the 



Fauit Quimporte ? je le veu I 
mois vers die! 
Ou je me s^pare de toi I 
Mip. II suffitUje tiens trop k 



oKm nouvul 



Pour vous laisaer dooier im inataat de 
mon ifckl 

Attendons Uld mtee, 4 oe slignal Jojr- 
eux, 

La bdle et chaste enfant va pandtrs i 
vosyeuxl 



SC&NE V. 



cMfcMTdai 




Ainsi que la brise l^g^ 

Soul^e en ^pais 

La poussifcre 

Des sillons. 

Que la valse nous entraine I 

Faites retentir la plaine 

De r^lat de nos chansons I 

(Lm MoicfaiH WOBIMI Mr 1» kuMi; k 

(Ik FAUW). 

Vois ces filles 
Gentillesl 
Ne veux-tu pas 
Aus plus belles 
D*entre elles 
Offrir ton bras? 
FiMSt. Non I fais trive 

A ce ton moqueurl 
Et laisse mon coeur 
A son r£ve 1... 



(I 



Sk. 



C'est par id que doit 
Marguerite I 
Quelques Jeunes FUUs. 

(a'appraduutt de SonU. 

Faut-il qu*une fille a danser 
Vous invite? 
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No : It Imi no dmtm far 
As the wind that qKxthrely plmyi» 
At first will Ijgiit dust only laise, 
Yet» at last, becomes a gale^ 
So our dandng and our siiigi^g9 
Soft at fiiat, tfien loudly migiiig, 
Wa fesound o'er hill and dale. 



JRmH. It IS she ! behold her t 

JMg^. Tis well 1 now, thcttt approach 1 

Sk. 



IMT). 



Jfi^. 



Sk. 



M(f^. 



aipiefim 



lAflt to fMt vidi 



What say yon? 



CMUt). 

Malediction I hereagaml 



Wha^ here again^ dear boy? 



Ha, hat m right food Jest I 



• draritotte 



FAUST 

Sk. 
Ck0. 



.) 



Will you not permit me, my fairest 

demoisttlet 
To offer you nqr arm, and dear for you 

the way? 
No, sir. I am no demoiselle, neither am 

I fair; 
And I have no need to accept your 

offered arm* 



What beauty! What grace! MHiat 

modesty! 
O lovely child, I love thee I I love thee I 



Sk. 



She has gone! 



<*it?r&ia 




-*i» 



■IWtf 



Noa!..jionf Jeneveozpas 

Ainsi que la brise 1^;^ 

Soulkve en <pais tourbillons 

La poussi^ 

Des siUons, 

Que la valse nous entratne 1 

Faites retentir la piaine 

De r^dat de nos cJiansons t— 



valserL. 



Ausi. Ah l...la voici..c*est die 1... 
M^. Ehbien,aborde4al 
Sk. 

Marguerite !••• 
Platt41!.. 



t>. 



Sk. 



M^. 



Maudttjiommel cncorttL. 



Cd*teiai 

Eh quoi I mon ami I vous voitt V 

(Militia). 

Ah, vraiment, mon ami I 



iTmm £!tew 1^ tiBii k 



Fmtui 

(abovdaai MAMnmm vgik trnvnt k mIw). 

Ne permettres-vous pas, ma belle demoi- 

selle, 
Qu'on vous offre le bras poor faire le 

chemin ? 
Mar. Non, monsieur I je ne suis demoiselle^ 

ni belle, 
Et je n*ai pas besoin qu'on me donne la 

main? 

(GUe pHM dtvutt Pauit el ■'anjpii.) 

Fausi 

(la raivuit des jrcvt). 

Pas le dell que de grAce...et quelle 

modestie I... 
O belle enfant, je t'aime 1... 
Su. 

(icdeModuit en soeae niM avoir m oe qui vfant de at paMtr) 

Elle est partie I 

(D «a poor s'llanoer wr la tnue de Makoubutb; 
de DMiveaii lace k face avec MEramoraBLn, I VA 
e'lMfM par le food du tbatic.) 



fedoaai 
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M^. W^ Dodorl 

Jikmti. Well. She hM repubed m. 



Ay, tfulf » I eee» ia love, 
Yott knownot hofw to neke 



MUf» 



t 



Fnuk Oo ae lepoueie 1^ 

AUoMl itet 

Je von qtt*3 fant prtter 






Whetbiir 

Ifaisiienle. She hes 
Ot yonder d^gMrt 



lenHed the eiooft 



WakngMnl 
Waksehrejl 



ACT III. 



SCENE I. 



^mm ft 4t MAMonm) 

Qa*M(-ce done 1.^ 
DmuAam G^^m^ St /mum MBu. 






Bimk. 



Qui de ee been 



ratee k 



Vfllaou cBcorl 



Veleoiis too joun I 



Stt.'t';^:ftrsLft 



T«AiUI» 



«ltfiipw 





Sk. 



Gently whiqier to her of love» deer 

flow'r; 
Tdl her thet I adore her, 
And for me, oh, implore her. 
For my heart ieek alone for her 

love's pov*r. 

Say in sigliiiigl baguiehy 
TImtforher, ia aiy angniri^ 
Beats alone, dearest ftm'r, 
My achinff heart. 



ACTE TROISlkMa 

SdkNI PRBIUteK 

fl JlMlfcfcMlWIll 




I. 



Fate»lai 

f Kills ecioBes pres o eue, 
Dllea4iii au'eUe est bdk^ 
Qae BMm coeur niiit et jomr 
Langvit d*aaMNir I 



lUvtfes i son Ism 
Le secret de ma flaaMnet 
Qiill s'exhale avec vons 
Paifoms plus douxl 
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Alasl they are with^'d 1 

Can the accoraed wiaard't noffda be true ? 

*' Thou shak iie*er touch flower agaiii 
Butitahallwidierl'' 
ni bathe my hand in holy wilerl 

tftt pft^aiom aad «|» Ml iivm to a iMie foit iw- 
to «fet wdl.) 

When day dedtnet, liaiguerite hither 
Comes to pray» 90 weV try afam. 




Are they withered ? Nol 
Satan, thou art conquerVll 

II. 

In Aeae flowen. alone rve.fauth. 
For they will plead for me ; 
To her they will reveal 
My hapless state. 
The sole cause of my woe is she, 
And yet she knows it not. 
But hi these flowers I^ faith, 
For they will plead for me. 



SCENE II. 



PMivr. 



tkravbtkc 





We are here 1 


M^ 

HmH. 


Follow me« 

Whom dost thou see ? 


Fmui. 


Siebel, your rival. 
Siebd? 


M^. 


HushI He oomes. 


Sk. 




\ 


Uf bouquet is charming indeed? 



01. 



Kanfe I.Mh^bs I 

Ce sorcier que Dieu damne 
M'a port^ malheurl 



Je ne puis sans qu'elle se fame 
Toucher une fleur 1... 

je trempais mes doigts dans IV 
b^ntte ?... 

as PSVUHMI M 



^) 



C*est la que cheque soir vient pries 

Marguerite! 
Voyons maintenant 1 voyons vite I... 



(D 

EUes se fanent?...Nonl..Satan, je ria dm 
toi.. 

II. 

C'est en vous que j*ai toi ; 

Paries pour moi 1 
Qu'elle puisse oonnattre 
L'ardeur qu'elle a fait naltre, 
Et dont mon coeur trouble 

N'a point parU t 
Si Vamour Teffarouche, 
Que la fleur sur sa bouche 
Sacfae au moins d^poser 
Un doux baiser ]... 



cncMflkaM 



.) 



SC&NE II. 



MicrFisiorRBi K», FAOtt, pwb 



Faust. 

Mtp. 

Fmtst 

Sk. 



C'estid? 
Suives4noi 1 
Que rq;ardes-tu U^? 
Shibel, votre rival. 
Siebell 
Chutl...le vIoUl 

(B to CMiie A^Mto IP van 4«to 



Mon bouquet n*est41 pas charmaair 
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M^ 



Sk. 



MmC^n 



It IS indeed I 

Victory 1 
Tomorrow 111 reveal all to lier. 
I will disclose to her the secret 
That lies concealed in my heart : 
A kiss will tell the rest 

(aiide, mocUofly). 



Seducer 1 

(BA Sbbbu aftw fafltniaf bouquet to the door ol tl» pufOon.) 



Mtf. 



Fmut. 



fmut 



SCENE III. 



Yuan umI MBmnrorBSui. 

Now attend, my dear doctor I 
To keep company with the flowers of our 

friend^ 
I go to bring you a treasure, 
Which outshines them beyond measure, 
And of beauty past believing. 
Leave me I 
I obey. Deign to await me here. 

(DfaAppMtn.) 



SCENE IV. 



(alone). 

What new emotion penetrates my sod I 
Love, a pure and holy love, pervades my 

being. 
O Marguerite, behold me at thy feet I 
All hail, thou dwelling pure and lowly, 
Home of an angel fair and holy, 
All mortal beauty excelling t 
What wealth is here, a wealth outbidding 

gold, 
Of peace, and love, and innocence untold 1 
Bounteous Nature I 'twas here by day thy 

love was taught her. 
Thou here with kindly care didst o'er- 

shadow thy daughter 
Through hours of night t 
Here waving tree and flower 



M^. 



Sk. 



M^. 



Charmantl 

Victoirel 

Je Itti raoonterai demain toute Thisloire ; 

Et, si Ton veut savoir le secret de mon 

coeur, 
Un baiser lui.dira le reste 1 

(4|»rt) 

Sdducteur! 

tttadtt le bouquet 4 la poitc du paWlflB ct mM^ 



M^. 






SCENE III. 

Attendea-moi la, cher docteur t 
Pour tenir compagnie aux fleurs de 

^l^e, 
Je vais vous chercher un trtfsor 
Plus merveilleux, phn ridbe encor 
Que toua ceux qu'elle voit en r€ve 1 
Laisae-moil 
J'ob^ia l...daignez m'attendre id ? 



SC&NE IV. 

Fauct. 

(MUl). 

Quel trouble inconnume p^nitrs I 
Je sens Tamour s'emparer de mon Mre. 
O Marguerite I tea pieds me void 1 
Sahit I demeure chaste et pure, ob ae 

devine 
La presence d*une Ame innocente et di> 

vine 1... 
Que de richesse en cette pauvreti I 
En^ce rMuit, que de f^Hdt^ t... 
O nature, c'est M que tu la fis si bdle f 
C'est U que cette enfant a grandi sous 

ton aile, 
A dormi sous tes yeux ? 
U que, de ton haleiile enveloppant 

&me, 
Tu fis avec amour ^panouir la femme 



20 



FAUST 



Made her ao Eden bower 
Of beau^ and delight» 
For one whose very birth 
Brought down heaven to our earth. 
All hail, thou dwelling pore and lowljr, 
Hoone of an angel fair and holy. 



SCSNE V. 



(< 

What ho I see here 1 
If flowers are more potent than bHght 

jewels. 
Then I consent to lose my power. 

tk^. Let US fly ; I ne'er will see her more. 
M^. What scruple now assaib thee ? 

See on yonder step, 
The jewels snugty lie ; 
We've reason now to hope. 

Oteras FAovr ater Iriii, aM dbupMit fa ttefMi^ 
OB «MHi tfcmgk tWdosnraf at ifct bMk, tmk a dw— 



SCENE VL 



En cet ange des cieuz I 

Salut I demeuie chaste et pure» oA 

devine 1 
La presence d'une ime innocente et 

vine I... 
Que de richesse en cette pauvret6 1 
En oe rtiuit, que de fflicit^ 1... 
Salut t demeure chaste et pure, oft 

devine 
La presence d'une ime innocente el 

vine I... 



SCJ&NE V. 



U%f. Alerie I U voili K..Si le bouquet remporle 
Sur r^rin, je oonsens k perdre mon 
pouvoir I 

(fl oawt I'Icffa.) 

FoMil. Fuyons I... je veux ne jamais la revoir I 
M%f. Quel scrupule vous prend 1... 

(Pfa«ut I'fofa Mr It Md di pBvSte.) 

Sur le seuil de la porta, 
Void Ttarin plac< L..venes L..j'ai bon 
espoirl 

01 mtnSm Wavk d dlvuiS a«pc tai 4mi ItJ 



M tn ifai Paoit d dlauiS a«pc tai 
an par k pant da toBdJ •! 
dtlaictet.) 



tf»l» 



SCiNE VL 



Fafai would I know the 
Of the fair youth I met? 
Fain would I his birth 
And station also know ? 

ttWrvhtrifatlM 



'' Once diere was a king in ThuUt 
Who was until death always faithful. 
And m memory of his hnrel one 



(•tub). 

Je vottdrais bien savoir quel Ask 

jeune homme. 
Si c*est un grand seigneur, et com 

il se nomme ? 




I. 

««Ilftaitunn>ideThul^, 
Qitt, jttsqu' k la tombe fid^ 
Ent, en souvenir de sa belle. 
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Caused a cup of gold to be made." 

(Ricakiiw off.) 

His manner was so gentle 1 Twas true 
politeness. 

(Rrmmtaf the tone.) 

Never treasure prized he so dearly, 
Naught else would use on festive days. 
And always when he drank from it, 
His eyes with tears would be overflowing." 

II. 

(Sht riM», and takas a iwm pafcaa.) 

'^When he knew that death was near. 
As he lay on his cold couch smiling. 
Once more he raised with greatest effort 
To his lips the golden vase." 

(Bfeakiaf off.) 

I knew not what to say, my face red with 
blushes I 

(Rcaaming the aooc-) 

" And when he, to honor hi& lady, 
Drank from the cup the last, last time, 
Soon falling from his trembling grasp, 
Then gently passed his soul away." 
Nobles alone can bear them with so bold 

a mien. 
So tender, too, withal I 

(She foca Hnraid the pavilion.) 

1*11 think of him no more 1 Good Valen- 
tine! 

If heav'n heeds my prayer, we shall 
meet again. 

Meanwhile I am alone I 

(SaMsnly perceiviM the hott4«*c attached to the door ol the pa- 

Flowers I 

(UnfaaleM the hoiKTuct.) 

They are Siebel's, surely I 
Poor faithful boy I 

(PercciTi^ the casket.) 

But what is this ? 

From whom did this splendid casket 

come? 
I dare not touch it — 
Yet see, here is the key I — I'll take 

one look I 
How I tremble — yet why ? — can it be 
Much harm just to look in a casket I 

<OpeM the caikct and lett the bouquet fall) 



Une coupe en or cisel^ 1... " 

(SlnlerroaipaBl.) 

II avait bonne grice, k ce qu*il m*a 
semble. 

(Rcpveaant sa chaaeoM.) 

" Nul tr^sor n'avait plus de charmes f 
Dans les grands jours il s'en servait, 
£t chaque fois qu'il y buvait, 
Ses veuz se remplissaient de larmes !.«.** 

II. 

<EUe ae ttve ct fait q u e hpi ea pat.) 

** Quand il sentit venir la mort, 
Etendu sur sa froide couche, 
Four la porter jusqu'i sa bouche 
Sa main fit un supreme effort t..." 

(Slntcrrampaat.) 

Je ne savais que dire, et j'ai rougi 
d'abord. 

(Repreaaat ea chaataa.) 

** Et pub, en Thonneur de sa dame, 
II but un demise fois ; 
La coup^ trembla dans ses doigts. 
Et doucement il rendit I'&me 1 " 
Les grands seigneurs ont seuls des air si 

rdsolus, 
Avec cette douceur. 

(EOe ae diri^e ws k panlai.) 

Allons t n'y pensons plus I 
Cher Valentin, si Dieu m*tfcoute« 
Je te reverrai l...me voil^ 
Toute seule 1... 



(A« mjmat d'emrcr doM la paviBoii, dk aper^ok la 
• la porta.) 

Un bouquet I 

(Ele pnaid k b ouquet.) 

C'est de Siebel, sans doute I 
Pauvre gar9on I 

(Apercemut k caeaette.) 

Que vois-je Ik ? 

IVoii ce riche coffret peut-il venir f ..Je 

n'ose 
Y toucher, et pourtant.. — Voici la clef, 

je crois I... 
Si je Touvrais I...ma main tremble 1... 

Pourquoi I 
Je ne fais, en I'ouvrant, rien de mal, je 

suppose I... 

(Bk oime k caaactte ct kive tomfaft k bououtc^ 
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Oh, heaven 1 what jewels I 
Can I be dreaming ? 
Or am I really awake ? 
Ne'er have I seen such costly things be- 
fore I 

to 



(P«ls dimn iIk caikft oa a mitic 
hcfirlf with the jewels.) 



to 



I should just like to see 

How they'd look upon me 

Those brightly sparkling ear-drops 1 

(Takee o«t the ctr-riiwi.) 

Ah I at the bottom of the casket is a 

glass : 
I there can see myself 1 — 
But am I not becoming vain ? 

(Pms on the ear-timiP, fiM» aad loolu at hetiell to the glaMO 

Ah I I laugh, as I pass, to look into a 

glass; 
Is it truly Marguerite, then ? 
Is it you ? 
Tell me true t 
Noy no, no, 'tis not you t 
No, no, that bright face there reflected 
Must belong to a queen i 
It reflects some fair queen, whom I greet 

as I pass her. 
Ah I could he see me now, 
Here, deck*d like this, I vow, 
He surely would mistake me, 
And for noble lady take me 1 
III try on the rest. 
The necklace and the bracelets 
I fain would try I 

adoriM henwU with the bracelets and necklace, thea risea.) 

Heavens t 'Tis like a hand 

That on mine arm doth rest I 

Ah I I laugh, as I pass, to look into a 

glass; 
Is it truly Marguerite, then 7 
Is it you ? 
Tell me true I 
No, no, no, tis not you I 
No, no, that bright face there reflected 
Must belong to a queen 1 
It reflects some fair queen, whom I greet 

as I pass her. 



O Dieui que de bijoux i...est-oe un 

charmant 
Qui m'^blouit, ou si je veille ! « 
Mes yeux n'ont jamais vu de 

pareille 1... 



rftve 



(n.,u-w««.u.o..«»t.« 



chaiM et s'l 



flDle 
■siravv 



Si j'osab settlement 
Me parer un moment 
De ces pendants d'oreille 1 

(BUe til* dee boudea d'occUles de ia 

Void tout justement, 
Au fond de la cassette, 
Un miroir l...comment 
N'^e pas coquette ? 

9 pan dee boodea d'orafllsai ae Wm m m 



Ah I je ris de me voir 
Si belle en ce miroir I... 
Est-ce toi, Marguerite ? 
R^ponds-moi, n^nds vitfl— 
Non 1 non 1 — ce n*est plus toil 
Ce n'est plus ton visage 1 
C'est la fille d'un roi, 
Qu'on salue au passage 1 
Ah I s'iUtait icil 
S'il me voyait ainsi 1... 
Comme une demoiselle 
II me trouverait belle 1... 
Achevons la metamorphose t 
II me tarde encor d'essayer 
Le bracelet et le collier. 



(EDt 



I 



se pare du collier d'abord, puis dii braeeMl. — Se ImmI^ 

Dieml c'est comme une main qui sur 

mon bras se pose I 
Ah 1 je ris de me voir 
Si belle en ce miroir I 
Est-ce toi. Marguerite ? 
Kiponds-moi, r^nds vile:*- 
Non I non I — oe n'est plus toil 
Ce n'est plus ton visage 1 
C'est la fille d'un roi, 
Qu'on salue au passage L- 
Ahl s'Uftaiticil 
811 me voyait ainsiU. 
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Mmt 



M^. 



Mart 
Mip. 



Mm. 



Oh t oottid he see me now. 
Here, deck'd like thisi I vow» 
He sttiely would mistake me, 
And for noUe lady take met 



SCENE VII. 



Just heaven I what ia.t I see ? 
How fair you now do seem I 
Why, what has happened ? 
Who gave to you these jewels ? 



CoobImmO> 

Alas t by some mistake 

Thqr have been hither brought 

Why so? 

No, beauteous maiden, 

These jewels are Ux you ; 

The gift are they of some enamor*d 

ferd. 
My husband, I must say, 
Was ol a less generous turn 1 



Mart. 



Mar. 



Mart 



(IfwironBUi nd FAott 



r.) 



SCENE VIII. 



Faor; tad tb* 



(nwkiBg A pwlo un d hem). 

Tell me, I pray, are you Martha Schwer- 

lein? 
Sir, I am t 

Pray pardon me, 
If thus I venture to present myself. 

(Adds, to Faoct.) 

You see your presents 

Are right graciously received. 

(To MAvrtiA.) 

Are you, then, Martha Schwerlein ? 

Sir, I am. 

The news I bring 

Is of an unpleasant kind : 

Your much-loved spouse is dead^ 

And sends you greeting. 



Comme une demoiselle 
II me trouvcrait beik L 
Ahl s*il aait id L. 



SC&NE VU. 



(< 



par btadl. 

Que vois-jtf. Seigneur DieuL.eomaM 

vous voili belle, 
Mon ange I... — ^D'oik vous vient ce ridie 

H^laal 
On Taura par m^gaide tipfottt I 

Quenoo past 
Ces bijoux sont k voua, ma ch^ dcmo^ 
sellel 

I c'est \k le cadeau d*ttn seigneur 
amoureuzl 



Mon Cher <pou jadls <tmit mofais gte^ 



•I Paoit 






SC&NE VIII. 



M$p, Dame Marthe Schwerlein, s'il vous plait f 



Mart. Qui m'appelle i 

M^f. P«rdon d*oser a^ui nous presenter chet 
* vousl 

(Bm k Fahit.) 

Vous voyei qu'elle a fait bd accueil aui 
bijoux? 

(Hwi^ 
Dame Marthe Schwerleb ? 

Mart. Mevofdl 

M$p. La nouvelle 

Que j*apporte n'est pas pour vous mettrt 

en gait<: — 
Votre mari, madame, est moit et vous 
saluel 
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Mmtt. Greit heavoi I 

iUr. Whjr, what has happenad? 

Jf^. StuSi 

JfSiyf. oil woe I oh, imdqMcted iiciva I 



JK^ 



Jfaff. 



Jfa^ 



ir«r. 



Jfil^. 



jr«rA 



jr##. 



tmui 



How beats my heart 
Now be is near I 

Mdp). 

The terer of my knre 

Is hiU*d when at her side I 

(to M AsniA). 

Your miicb4oved spouse is dead. 
And sends you greeting I 



(to Mwwiu w m ji). 

Sent he nothing else to me? 

CtollAnsA). 

No. We*U punish him for*t ; 
Upon this Yery day 
Well find him a successor. 

(b llAMVIUIit). 

Wheiefofe by aside these jewels r 

CtoPMMt). 

jewcb are not made for me; 
Tb meet I leave them where thcf 

CtollASTMA). 

Who wonld not gbuily onto 
Yod present the wcddingfl^g I . 



Indeedl 

Cto 

Youtfiinkso? 

(ifli^. 

Ah me I ah. criiel fate 1 

(to lUaovarrt) 

Pravlean uppnmine arm! 



MmU Aht^ grand Dieul... 
Mmr. Qi'-esc ce done ? 
M4p. Rienl^ 



(Mi 
■e Mle 4*619^ 



Ih 



».) 



Mb 
ct l» 



^4t\m 



1%1 



M4H. O calamity 1 

O woavelle impr^ue 1^ 

EMStMBLB. 

Mar. 

Ifa^^ moi mon ccnir tremble et trea> 
-smile i sa voe t 
FamU 

(4 put). 

La fifcvre de mes sens se disstpe k sa vuei 



Mef. 



Mari. 



M$p. 



Mart. 



Mep. 



Pami 



(i^MAmmo. 
Votre mari, madame, est mort et voua 

saluel 
Ne m'apportes-votts rien de lui t 



Mep. Rien I ••• et, pour le punir, il faut dta 
nnjourdliui 
Chercher quelqu'un qui le remplaoe 1 

Pansi 



Mar. Cam 



Pourquoi done quitter ces bijoux ? 

ijouz ne sont pas i^noi L. Laisses» 
degrAoel 



dllAmn). 

Que ne serait heureuz d'fchanger avee 

vous 
La bague ^hyminit ? 



iO^bahl 
Fbit41? 



(iptft). 



(nspinat). 

HdasI cruelle destine 1^ 

{k MABOUBItm) 

Prenez mon bras un moment I 
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i 

I 



ir«r. 



M*p. 



Mtrt. 



Lmvc mt, I hnmblf pray i 



Mtf. 



{tMm^ Ui «■ to IfABnu). 

Take mioe I 

(Midc). 

In iootb, a comely kn^iitl 



The dame is somewhat tough I 

Haldi her wn lo Fauct, ami iMdrsvi nUk Urn. 



I 



< 



Jfoif. And so you are always travelingi 
Mep. A hard necessity it is, madame I 

Alone and loveless. Ah I 
Mart. In youth it matters not so much. 

But in late years 'tis sad indeed I 

Right melancholy it is in solitude 

Our olden age to pass I 
Mep. The very thought doth make me shudder. 

But still, alas I what can I do? 
Jf«rl. If I were you, I'd not delay, 

But think on't seriously at onoe. 
M€p. Ill think ont I 
MaH. At once and seriously I 

(TIafvfihtew. FAjtr tad JJiMwiiiii t^^mm^ 

Fmnk Art always thus akme ? 

Jf dr My brother is at the wars, 
My mother dear is dead I 
By misadventure, too, 
My dear sister have I k)st. 
Dear sister mine I 
My greatest happiness was she. 
Sad sorrows these ; 
When our souls with love are fiUed, 
Death tears the loved one from us I 
At mom, no sooner did she wake, 
Tlian I was always at her side I 
The darling of my life was she I 
To see her once again, 
I'd gladly suffer all. 

foMd, If heaven, in joyous mood, 
Did make her Uke to thee, 
An angel must she indeed have been I 



Mof. 



M$p. 



Man. 



M%p. 



(MdifMdMt). 

Laisses !•• Je vous en conjure !•« 
Votre bras I... 



N. 



(ipart). 

II est charmant 1 



La voisine est un peu miire 1 



■0B bm \ Faust ct ■' 
ct MAinB nUcBC irals ca tctee.) 



MwU Atnsi vous voyages tou jours ? 
Mep. Dure n^cessit^, madame 1 

Sans ami, sans parents 1... sans femme. 
Mart. Cela sied encore aux beaux jours I 

Mais plus tard, combien il est triste 

De vieillir seul, en ^olste I 

Mep. J'ai frtfmi souvent, j'en conviens, 
Devant cette horrible penste t 

MairU Avant que I'heure en soit pass<e I 
Digne seigneur, songes-y bien I 

Mep. Yy songerai 1 

MaH. Songes-y bien I 

Ok Mrteat. Eatie FAutr •! MABoivnini^ 

FautL JEh qucH 1 toujours seuk ?... 

Jf tff. Mon frfcre 

Est soldat ; j'ai perdu ma m^ ; 

Puis ce fut un autre malheur, 

Je perdis ma petite soeur I 

Pauvre ange I...Elle m'Aait bien ch^ L. 

Ctftait mon unique soud ; 

Que de soins, h^las t... que de peines 1 

Cest quand hos imes en sont pleines 

Que la mort nous les prend ainsi I... 

Sitdt qu'dle s'^eiUaii, vite 

II fallait que je fusse 12t I... 

Elle n'aimait que Marguerite I 

Pour la voir, la pauvre petitCi 

Je reprendrais bien tout cela !.•. 

Fami. Si le ciel, avec un sourire, 

L'avait faite semblable k toi, 
C'^tait un ange I... Oui, je le croil.^ 
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Mor. 

Pauii. 
Mar. 



Faust 



UaH. 



Map. 



Mar. 



Famt 



Thou modc'st met 
Nay, I do love thee I 

(McUag). 

Flatterer 1 thou mock'at me 1 

I believe thee not! thou ac chert to 

deceive. 
No longer will I stay, (hy words to hear. 



(to MABoumn). 

Nay, I do love thee ! Stay, oh stay I 
Heaven hath with an angd oowaVl Wf 

path. 
Why fear'st thou to listen ? 
It b my heart that speaks. 

(Re-«Bicr MsnnnopflSLn ARd Mabou^ 
(to MsraittoFBCLn). 

Of what now are you thinking ? 

You heed me not — perchance you mode 

me. 
Now list to what I say. — 
You really must not leave us thus I 

(to Maktba). 

Ah, chide me not, if my wanderingi I 

resume. 
Suspect me not ; to roam I am compelledl 
Need I attest how gladly I remain. 
I hear but thee alone. 

(Night comes ooO 
(to Faust). 

It grows dark, — you must away. 



Mar. Voos moques-vous L. 
FmH. Non I je f admire 1 
Mar. 



)e ne voos croia pas 
Et de moi tout baa 
Vous riez sans dooteL. 
J'ai tort de raster 
Pour vous ^couter I... 
Et pourtant j*to>ute L.« 
AmsL Laisae-moi ton bras f... 
Dieu ne m'a t'il pas 
CcAiduit sur ta route ?.- 
Pourqooi redouter, 
Hdlasl d'teiuter?... 
Ifbn oceur parle; ^oovteU. 



Jiaart* 



M^ 



lly loved one I 
Mar. Ah I no more I . 

FoMit Ah, cruel one, wouU'st fly ? 

(PuMtagbKO 



Uf. 



Oirftfe. wUliC Mabtba ugrily tofot \m btck to 

The matter's getting serious, 
I must away. 



(Mnrnnonnui «t MABm 

Vous n'entendez pas, 
Ou de moi tout bas 
Vous riez sans doute t 
Avant d'^oouter, 
Pourquoi vous hAter 
De vous mettre en route ? 



Ne m'acciisez pas, 
Si je dois, hdas 1 
Me remettre en route. 
Faut-il attester . 
Qu'on voudrait rester 
Quand on vous tfcoute ? 

(L» Bvlt eoiBBOBoo k tombar.t 

Mmr. 

(i f^wi). 

Retirez-vous l...voici la nuit 
Famii 

(pMHnt MO bni autov de la taiOe ds 

Chfcre &me I 
Mar^ Laissez-moi I 

(Ele M iUffp ct t'cafoh^ 



[) 



M4. 



Quoi I mtfchante !...on me fuit I 



<| put. tiMli que liAtnn. d^pMt. \A VBtrnm b 

L'entretien devient trop tendrel 
Esquivons nousl 

(D ft cmIk dmftfe «b aibn^ 
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Mm. 



Mef. 



Fomd 



MaH. 



M§p. 



M^. 



Mmr. 

Famti. 



(Mfale). 

What's to be done ? he'tfponet 
What ho, good sir I 



Yes, seek for me — that's right 
I really do believe 
The aged beldame would 
Actually have married Satan I 



Marguerite 1 

( 
Good sir I 
Your servant I 



SCENE IX. 



Twas high time t 

By nighty protected, 

In earnest talk of lov^, 

They will return t Tb well! 

I'll not disturb 

Their amorous confabulation^t 

Night, conceal them in thy darfceat shade. 

Love, from* their fond hearts 

Shut out all troublesome remorse. 

And ye, O flowers of fragrance aubde, 

This hand accurs'd 

Doth cause ye all to open 1 

Bewilder the heart of Marguerite! 

(Dittippnn nmid the dukam.) 



SCENE X. 



MQFt% 



M^ 



Fmusi 



M4U^ 



M«f. 



M^. 



Piunv aad 

It groweth late, farewell 1 

I but implore in vain* 

Let me thy hand take, and clasp it. 

And behold but thy face once again. 

Illumed by that pale light. 

From yonder moon that shines, 787 



Famsi 



Comment m'y prendre ? 

(S» mowMal.) 

Eh bien t il est parti l...Seigneur I 



>••• 



Oui I Cours aprte moi I 
Ouf I cette vieille impitoyable 
De force ou de gntf , je croi, 
Allait tf pouser le diable f 



(diM k codtee). 

Marguerite! 



UfaMlA 

Cher seigneur I 
Serviteur! 



SC£NE IX. 



(kmI)- 

II 6tait temps I sous le feuillage sombre 
Voici nos amoureux qui reviennent I... 
C'est bien I 
Gardons nous de troubler un si doux 

entretien t 
O nuit, ^tends sur eux ton ombre I 
Amour, ferme leur &me aux remords 

importuns 1 
Et vous, fleurs aux subtils parfums, 
Epanouissez-vous sous cette main mau- 

dite! 
Achevez de troubler le cceur de Mar- 
guerite I... 

CD •'aoigae ct SaputM diM I'oaibn^ 



SC^NE X. 

Paoct, liAaouiutB. 

II se fait tard I adieu 1 



CklMOHMt). 

Quoi I je t'implore en vain I 
Attends ! laisse ma main s'oublier 
la tienne ! 

(SI 
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FAUST 



Faust. 
Mar. 



Fkust 



Mmr. 



Fkusi. 



BHk, 



Mum. 



Mar. 



O'er tlqr beauteoiis features shedding 
Its faint bat golden ray. 



Oh, what stflfaieas reigns around. 

Oh, ineffable mystery I 

Sweetest, happiest feeling, 

I list ; a secret voice 

Now seems to fill my heart 

Still its tone again resoundeth in 

bosom. 
Leave me awhile, I pray. 

What is it thou doest ? 
This flower 1 consult 



»y 



<»i 



driktdywO 



CflPSPvVs 



(MUe). 

What utters she in tones subdued ? 
He loves mel — no, he loves menoti 
He loves me I — no I — He loves met 

Yes, believe thou this flower, 

The flower of loves. 

To thine heart let it tell 

The truth it would teach, — 

He loves thee 1 Know'st thou not 

How happy tis to love ? 

To cherish in the heart a flame that 

never dies! 
To drink forever from the fount of lovel 
Well love for ever I 

Oh, night of love I eh, radiant night I 
The bright stars shine above ; 
Oh, joy, this is divine 1 
I love, 1 do adore thee 1 

Mine idol fond art thou 1 
Speak, speak again I 
Thine, thme 111 be ; 
For th& 111 gladfy die. 
Oh, Marguerite 1 



Mmr. 



Faust 
Mar. 



Faust 



Mar. 



laisse-moi oontempler ten 

visage 
Sous bi pile clart< 
Dont Tastre de la nuit, comme dans mi 

nuage, 
Caresse ta beauttf I... 
O silence'! 6 bonheurl ineffable mysttiel 
Enivrante langueur 1 
J*<coute l—Et je comprends oette vuif 

solitaire 
Qui chante dans mon coeur 1 

(TMIWSimit M OMiB da vcBt di Pmct.) 

Laisses un peu, de grAoe L.. 



ct ciadSi VM 

Qu*est se done ? 
Un simple jeu I 
Laissez un peu I 

(Hie cSewOe k auHgMffle.) 

Que dit ta bouche it voiz basse I... 

II m'aime I — II ne m*aime pas 1 — 

II m*aimel — past — II m'aimel — past 

— II m'aimel 

Oui l...crois en cette fleur ^dose sous 

past... 
Qu'elle soit pour ton coeur Toracle 

del mAme I ... 
II t*aime l...oompiends-tu oe mot 

et doux?... 
Aimer! porter en nous 
Une ardeur tonjours nouvelle L.. 
Nous enivrer sans fin d'une joie AemeBel 



Etemelle !... 
Fausi. O nuit d'amour...cid radieuz I, 

O douoes flammes I... 

Le bonheur silencieuz 

Verse les cieuz 

Dans nos deux Ames t... 
Mar, Je veuz t'aimer et te ch^rir I 

Parle encore 1 

Je t*appartiens l...je t'adore L. 

Pour toi je veuz mourir 1... 
Faust, Marguerite I... 
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Mmt. 



Ah, leave ne i 



\ Cruel one 1 



Fly henoel alas! I tremble I 
Cruel one I 



Fray leave me! 



WottM'sl tbon have me leave thee? 

Ah 1 see'st thou not my grief ? 

Ah, Marguerite, thou breakest my heart I 

Go hencel I waverl mercy, prayl 

Ffy hence t alas I I tremble \ 

Break not, I pray,thy Marguerite's heart I 

In iMty — 

If to thee I'm dear, 

I conjure thee, by thy love, 

By this fond heart, 

That too readily its secret hath revealed* 

Yield thee to my prayer^ — 

In mercy get thee hence t 

(KaMb at tl» fMl of Faoot.) 



fairest child, 
Angel so holy, 

Thou shall control nie» 
Shalt curb my wilL 

1 obey; but at mom— * 
Yes, at mom. 

Very early. 

One word at parting. 

Repeat thou lovest me. 

Adieut 

» MMMidi tki SAvfltei Ikii iMpi 
a kki lo FAOfra 

Adieu I Were it alieaity 



Mmr. 



Fnui 



FnuL 



Mmr. 



Fmtsi, 



Mkr. 



Mkr. 



Amsi 



Mmr. 



Bnui 



Ah \*m partes L«. 



Me s^parer de toi L 
Je chancelle l*. 
Ah! crueUeL 



4m hni at Fa«r). 



CruelleU 



Laisses-moi 1... 

Tu veux que je te quilte 

HAas l...vois ma douleur. 

Tu me brises k corar, 

O Marguerite L. 

Partes I oui, partes vite I 

Je tremble l...hdas l...J'ai 

Ne brises pas la coeur 

De Marguerite I 

ParirititfL 

Si je vous sub chtoe, 

Par votre amour, par ces 

Que je devais taire, 

CAles 4mapri^l.- 

CAles k mes vceuxl 



4i» 



Divine puretf I.- 
Chaste innocence, 
Pont la puissance 
IWomphe de ma vokmtlL- 
J'obds I...Mais demain I 
Oui, demain l...dte Taurofe L. 
Demain loujours 1... 

Un 
K4pfete-moi ce douz aveu !••• 
Tu m'aimes L. 
Adieu 1... 



mot enoofelt— 



Mmr. 



Mnut F^lidt^ du cid....Aii...iiqfons. 
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PAUST 



SCENE XL 



Fmict« 

M^. Fool 1 
/bttJ/. You overheard us ? 
Mep. HappUy. You have great need, karned 
Doctor, 

To be sent again to school. 
Fm$si, Leave me I 
Mtp. Deign first to listen for a moment, 

To the speech she rehearses to the stars. 

Dear master, delay. She opens her win* 
dow. 



ACamidbutb opeat 
awwd iwliiig OB Mr 



I.) 



and NOMiM wkk 



SCENE XIL 



JV4fl^ 



Fcnui. 

Mar. 
Mep. 



He 

He loves me ! WikUy beats'nqr heart I 

The night-bird's song, 

The evening breese. 

All nature's sounds together saj^ 

" He loves thee I ** 

Ah I sweet, sweet indeed 

Now is this life to me 1 

Another world it seems ; 

The very ecstasy of love is tUa I 

With to-morrow's dawn, 

Haste thee, oh dear one, 

Haste thee to return 1 Yes, oonel 



CraiMn to <W 

Marguerite I 
Ahl 



/ fcfaala^ 

(mocnapjj. 

Hoi hoi 




m knd 10 Mi « tmit% 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L 
tittfgtietH^t Jti 



Sk. 



Mngoeiitcl 
Siebdl 



SCiNE XL 



Mtp. 



PausL 



PAOtr. Ml 

TCte folle L.. 

Tu nous tfcoutais. 

Par booheur. 
Vous auriez grand besoin, dooteiB« 
Qu'on vous renvoyAt k I'^cole. 
Laisse-moi. 

Daignez seulement 
Boouler un moment 
Ce qu'elle va conter aux AcMles, 

mattre. 
Tenez; elle ouvre sa fen£tre« 



CliABOonRS oanc k fentoc dn pavittctt cc s'yayfoievii 
Ia mt Mto kt ottiM^ 



Mmt. 



Famii 



Mar. 

M^. 



^i\ 



Sk. 



SC6nE XIL 

Ln atawt. llAacunm. 

n m'aime ;...qu^l trouble en mon cceur, 
L'oiseau chante !...le vent murmure I... 
Toutes les voiz de la nature 
Semblent me r^p^ter en chceur : 
II t'aimeL. — Ahl qu'il est doux da 

vivreL.. 
Le del vie sourit ;...rair m'enivre i.. 
Bai-ce de plaisir et d'aaMur 
Que la feuQle tremble et palpite ^•. 
Deouun?... — Ahl piesse ton letovr, 
Cher Uenndflst L..viens 1... 



!••• 



Ahl. 
Hot hoi 



battel 

Maiguerite L 



de pAOtr; Ifsmnoi 
UtdbtMnbe^ 



Wm <t mm wasbmmt 
Mfi» Ia pofiiAi Jwia 



ACTE QUATRlfeME. 

SCENE PREMlfiRE. 
La Ckamtn de Marfmeriti. 



Maigoerilel 

SiebelU 
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Mmr. 



What, weeping still I 
Alas I diott alone art kind to me. 



Jfe 



Mar. 

Sie. 

Mar, 
Mar. 



Sk. 



Mar. 



A iMve youth am I. 
And yet I have a manly heart. 
And I will sure avenge thee. 
The seducer's life shall forfeit pay. 

Whose life? 
Need I name him ? The wretch 
Who thus hast deserted thee ! 
In mercy, speak not thus t 
Dost love him still, then ? 

Ay, I k>ve him still I 

But not to you, good Siebel, should I re- 
peat this tale. 



I. 

When all was young, and pleasant May 

was blooming, 
I, thy poor friend, took part with thee 

in play; 
Now that the doud of autumn dark is 

Rooming, 
Now is for me, too, mournful the day. 
Hope and delight have passed from life 

away. 

11. 

We were not bom with true bve to triflei 

Nor bom to part beeause the wind blows 
cold. 

What though the storm the summer gar- 
den rifle, 

Oh, Ifaiguerite I oh, Marguerite I 

Still on the bough is left a leaf of goM. 

Bless you, my friend, your sympathy is 
sweet 

The cruel ones who wrong me thus 

Cannot close against me 

The gates of the holy temple. 

Thither will I go to pray 

For him and for our child. 

(Pdi. Sntt fdtem rfovlr i*»0 



Mar. 



Sk. 



Mar. 

Sk. 

Mar. 

Sk. 

Mar. 



Sk. 



Incor des pleura. 

Hflasl 
Vous seul ne me maudissez pas. 

Je ne suis qu'un enfant, mais j'ai le cceur 

d'un homme 

Et je vous vengerai de son l&cht 

abandon 1 

Je le tuerai I 

Qui done ? 

Faut-il que je le nomme ? 

L'ingrat qui vous trahit 1... 

Non !...taisez-vous ?..« 

Pardon I 
Vous Taimez encore ? 

Oui 1... toujours I 

Mais ce n'est pas k vous de plaindre 

mon ennui 

)'ai tort, Siebel, de vous parler de luL 

I. 

Si la bonheur k sourire t'invite, 
Joyeux alors, je sens un doux ^moi ; 
Si la douleur t'accable. Marguerite^ 
O Marguerite, je pleure alors, 
Je pleure oomme toi I 



Mar. 



IL 

Comme deux fleurs sur une mtee tiga^ 
Notre destin suivant le mteie oours, 
De tes chagrins en fifcre je m'afflige, 
O Marguerite, comme une soeur, 
Je t'aimerai toujours 1 



Soyes b^ni, Siebel 1 votxe amili^ m|cil 

douce 1 
Ceux dont la main cruelle me repousse, 
N'ont pas ferm^ pour moi la porte du 

samt lieu ; 
J*y vais pour mon enfant..et pour hii 

prier Dieu! 

knit 4pMhiMU 
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FAUST 



SCENE 11. 

Ini$riar of a Church. 



m 



.) 



tht 



Mar. 



Mi^. 



O heaven I 
Pennit tl^ lon^ handnuuden 
To prostrate herself before thine altar. 
NO| thou shalt not pray 1 
Spirits of evil, haste ye at my callt 
.^mI drive this woman hence t 

Ch0. tfDimam. Margoertle I 

Mmr. Who calls me? 

CSI#. Marguerite I 

Mar. I tremble I — oh, heaven I 

My last hour is sioely nighl 



rrW tomb «p«taBd 

M^. Remember the glorioiis days 
When an angel's wings 
Protected thy young heart 
To chmrdi thou earnest then to wocshipt 
Nor hadst thou then sinned Against 



SCtNE IL 




3M. 



Mmr. 



Thy prayers then issued 
FWNn an unstained heart 
And on the wings of &idi 
Did rise to the Creator. 
Hear*st thou their call ? 
nris hen that summons thee I 
Hdl daims thee for its own I 
Btemal pain, and woe, and tribulation, 
Win be thy portion I 



Mmr. Heaven t what voice IS diis 

That in the shade doth speak to nm ? 
What mysterious tones are thesel 



Mdiimu Ck0. When the bst day shaU have 



The cross in heaven shaU shine ffortf^ 
This world to dust shall crumble. 



Seigneur, daignes permettre h votre 

humble servante 
De s'agenouiller devant vous t 
NonUtu ne prieras pas UFrappesJa 

d*<pouvanteI 
fisprits du mal, aoooures tons I 
Vmx A Dim9n$ Imris^Us. Maigueritel 
Mar. Qui m'appeUe ? 
Marguerite I 
}e chanoelle I 

JemeursI — Dieubont Dieuddmenll 
llieure du chitiment ? 

M^. Souviens-€oi du psis<, <|uand sous Pa&t 
desanges, 
Abritant ton bonheur, 
Til venais dans son temple, enchantaal 
seslouanges, 
Adorer k Seigneur I 
Lorsque tu b<gayais une chaste prifere 
D'une timide voix, 
Etpoitats dans tonasur les baisers de 

■tDieutoutikfoisI 

tooule ces dameursi c'est Tenisr qui 

t'appdiet— 
Cast renter qui te suit I 
C'est TAemel rsoMrds ct rangoisea 

dtemeile 
Dans r^terndk nuit 1 
JKm Dieu ! quelle est cette voiz qui mt parlt 

dans Pombre? 
Dieu tout puissant! 
Quel voile sombre 
Sur moi descend I. 



!••• 



Quaad dn SHgnnff le jour lui^^ 
Sa croix au dd resplendira, 
Et Tunivcn s'tooulcra... 
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Mar. Ah me I more fearful still becomes tlieir 

song. 
M^^ No pardon hath heaven left for thee I 

For thee e'en heaven hath no more light I 

Reffgiaus Ckp. What shall we say unto high 
heav'n ? 

Who shall protection find 

When innocence such persecution meets ? 
liar. A heavy weight my breast o*erpowers, — 

I can no longer breathe I 
J^. Nights of love, farewell I 

Ye days of joy, adieu I 

Lost, lost for aye art thou I 
Mar.amdCka. 

Heav'n I hear thou the prayer 

Of a sad, broken heart I 

A bright ray send thou 

From the starry sphere 

Her anguish to allay I 
JW^. Marguerite, lost, lost art thou I 



Mar. 



Cha. 



Vai. 



Sie, 
Va!. 



Ahl 



iHe 



.) 



SC£N£ III. 



VAUiminB, SoUien, iben Smu.. 

Our swords we will suspend 
Over the paternal hearth ; 
At length we have returned. 
Sorrowing mothers no longer 
Will bewail their absent soUa. 



SC£N£ IV, 

VAtrNTOfs and Sobbl. 
(percriving Sibbbu who 

Ah, Siebel, is it thou? 

Dear Valentine I 

Come, then, to my heart] 

(EmbncncMm 

And Marguerite } 



Mar. Il^as I...ce chant pieuz est plus tenible 
encore 1... 

Mep. Non ! 

Pieu pour toi n'a plus de pardon 1 
Le ciel pour toi n'a plus d*aurore 1 

Cka. RcUgieux. Que dirai-je alors au Seigneur 'i 
Oik trouverai-je un protecteur, 
Quand I'innocent n'est pas sans peur I 

Mar. Ah I ce chant m'Houffe et m*oppresse I 
Je suis dans un cercle de f er 1 

M^. Adieu les nuits d'amour et les jours 
pleins d'ivresse 1 
* A toi malheur I A toi Venfer I 

Mar. €i k Cka. Religieux. 

Seigneur, accueillez la pritee 
Des coeurs malheureux I 
Qtt'un rayon de votre lumifcre 
Descende sur eux I 



M^. 

Mar. 



Cho. 



Vai. 



Val. 



Marguerite i 

Sois maudite I A toi Tenfer 1 

Ah! 

(n dtapftiait.) 



SCENE III. 



La Rue. 

VALSNTm, Soldats, pu» Siibbl. 

D^posons les amies ; 
Dans nos foyers enfin nous voici revenui^l 
Nos m^res en larmes, 
Nos m^res et nos sceurs ne nous attan 
dront plus. 



SCENE IV. 

VaLFNTIW. fvlKMLL 

Upercioraiii SicaEL)% 

Eh 1 parbleu I cest Siebel I 

Cher Valentin... 
Viens vitel 
Viens dans mes bra^. 

(n I'embniiiie.) 

Et Marguerite } 



34 
Sk. 

VaL 



FAUSi: 



Ck0. 



Vol. 



Sk. 



VaL 



SU. 



Vol. 



Sk. 



Perhaps she's yonder at the church. 

She doubtless prays for my retunu 

Dear girl^ how pleased 

Shell be to hear me tdl 

My warlike deeds 1 

Glory to those who in battle fall. 

Their bright deeds we can with pride 

recall 
May we* then, honor and fame acquire, 
Their glorious , deeds our hearts will 

inspire 1 
For that dear native land where we first 

drew breath, 
Her sons, at her command proudly brave 

e'en death. 
At their sacred demand who on us 

depend, 
Our swords we will draw, their rights to 

defend. 
Homeward our steps we now will turn, — 
Joy and peace await us there I 
On, on at once, nor loiter here ; 
On, then, our lov'd ones to embrace, — 
Affection calls, fond love doth summon 

us. 
Yes, many a heart will beat 
When they our tale shall hear. 
Come, Siebel, well to my dwelling 
And o'er a flask of wine hold converse. 

(Appwufhhn MASODUiiBli houw.) 

Nay» enter not I 

Why not, I pray ? — Thou tum'st away ; 
Thy silent glance doth seek the ground — 
Speak; Siebel — what hath happened ? 

(witk iui cSact.) 

No I I cannot tell thee 1 
What meanest thou ? 

(Eudbioi tomud howe.) 



(wkhboldfaig Mm.) 

Hold, good Valentine, take heart 1 



Sk. 



VaL 



CU 



Vai. 



Sk. 



Vai. 



Sk. 



Vol 



Sk. 



(ftwc cmbaifM). 

EUe est k r^glise, je ciois. 

Oui, priant Dieu pour moi... 

Chtee soeur, tremUante et crainthre^ 

Comme elle va priter une oreiUe atteoffwa 

Au rfccit de nos oombatsi 

Gloire immortelle 

De nos aleux, 

Sois-nous fidtle 

Mourons comme eux I 

Etieous ton aile, 

Soldats vainqueurs, 

Dirige nos pas, mflawie nos ooeurst 

Vers nos foyers hitons k pas t 

On nous attend; lapaixest&ilel 

Plusdesoupirsl ne tardons pas I 

Notre pays nous tend les bras I 

L*amournous riti Taniour nous f Met 

Et plus d'un oQBur f rtait tout has 

Au souvenir de nos combats 1 

L'amour nous rit I Tamour nous ttbt I 

El plus d'un cceur f rtoiit tout has 

Au souvenir de nos combats t 

Gloire immortelle. 



Allons, Siebel 1 entrons dans la maison I 
Le verre en main, tu me feras raison ! 



Non t n'entre pas 1 

Pourquoi ?.. — tu ditournes la tCte ? 

Ton regard fuit le mien ?.. — Siebel» 

plique-toi I 
EhbienI — non, je ne puis I 

Que veuz-tu dire? 

(n m diritB van k ndaoftO 



0'« 



). 



Amtte! 



Sois element^ Valentin I 



Fmt Whatistthoamean'ttl 



rxusT 
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Forgive her I 

Shield her, gndotis Hteven 1 



tkt 



• WMnmt 



SCENE V. 



(Fmr till* U mu it Miiainnnun^ haat, km 



M^. 



M0^ 



M^ 



Why tarry ye ? 
Let us enter the house. 
Peace 1 I grieve to think that I 
Brought shame and sorrow hither. 
Why see her again, then, after leaving 
her? 

Some other sight might be more pleasing. 

To the sabbath let us on. 



Laisae-moil laissi-moil 

la 



Sk. 



(nomi 
P^urdonne-lui I 

ISmIJ 

Mon Dieu 1 je vous implore I 
Mon Dieu, prottgie^U. 



(n 



d Faiiiti 



SCjfcNE V. 



Oh, Marguerite i 
My advice, I know, 
Availeth but little 
Against thy stubborn will 
Doctor, you need my voice I 



back Ml Mnllt, 



I. 



Maiden, now in peace repoiing, 

From thy sleep awake, 

Hear my voice with love imploring^ 

Wilt thou pity take ? 

But beware how thou confidest 

Even in thy friend, 

Hal hal hal 

If not for thy wedding finger 

He a ring doth send. 

11. 

Yes, sweet maiden^ I impbre 
Oh, refuse not this, — 



or- 



^nuiL 



Jf^. 



Hmtf. 



mn k MaiMB de MAMvnnm at a'anHii) 

Qa'attendes-vous encore? 

Entrons dans la maison. 

Tais^ mandit L..j'ai peur 

De rapporter id la honte et le malheur, 

A quoi bon la revoir, aprte Tavoir quitt^ t 

Notre presence aiUeuis serait bien mieux 

fMt\ 
La sabbat nous attend ! 
Marguerite I 



JK|^. Je vob 

Que mes avis sont vains et que Tamoui 

l*enpoft€l 
Mais, poor vous faire ouvrir la porte, 
Vous avea grand besoin du secours de 

mavotzl 

L 

" Vous qui faites rcndormie, 

N*catendes-vous paS| 
O Catherine, ma mie, 

Ma voiz et mes pas.*.?*" 
Anisi ton galant t'appdle, 

Et ton cceur Ten crcrit I 
N'ouvre ta porte, ma beOei 
Que la bague au doigtl 

IL 

« Catherine que j'adof^ 
Fpuiquc^ 
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Smile on him who doth adore thee. 

Bless him with thy kiss. 

But beware how thou confidest. 

Even in thy friend^ 

Hal hal hal 

If not for thy wedding finger 

He a ring doth send. 

(VAUDfTmB mhet fraai tW boiiae.) 



SCENE VI. 

VAUUIIIME ttH taS odOR-IHUIWd. 

Vai. Good sir, what want you here ? 
Mep. My worthy feUow, it was not to you 
That we addressed our serenade I 

Vai, My sister, perhaps, would more gladly 
hear ttl 

( Valbntinb dnwt Mi MPoid. uid I 

Faust. His sister 1 
M€p. 

Why this anger? 
Do ye not like my singing ? 
Your insults oeaae I 
From which of ye must I demand 
SatisfactioQ ior this foul outrage ? 
of ye must I now slay ? 



.) 



Vol. 



'Tishel 



.) 



Mep. 



Vol. 

F4mst 
M€p. 



Vsl 



Mep. Your mind's made up, then 1 

On, then, doctor, at him, pray 1 

Fa/. Oh, heaven, thine aid afford, 

Increase my strength and courage, 
That in his blood my sword 
May wipe out this fell outrage I 

Fk$$si, What fear is this unnerves my arm ? 
Why falters now my courage ? 
Dare I to take his life. 
Who but resents an outrage ? 



Mep. His wrath and his courage 
I laugh alike to scorn 1 
To horse, then, for his last journey 
The youth right soon will taket 



Mep. 

Val. 



Femst 



Mep. 



A I'amant qui vous impkm 
Un si doux baiser?..." 

Ainsi ton galant supplie, 
Et ton ccetir l*en croit 1 

Ne donne un baiser, ma mie, 
Que la bague au doigt 1 



(Valshtim MTt de k 



.) 



SC&NE VI. 



Lnaitmt^ VAUDrm. 

Que voulez-vous, messieurs ? 

Pardon I mon camarade, 

Mais ce n'est pas pour vous qu'^tait la 

s^r^nade I 
Ma soeur I'toMiterait mieux que moi, je 

le saist 

ct Mk k girfiuv di MBmnomon dNn CMP 4%fc^ 

Sa soeur I 

{k VALtHnM). 

Quelle mouche vous pique ? 
Vous n'aimez done pas le musaque f 
Assez d'outrage L..assez t... 
A qui de vous dois-je demander oomple 
De mon malheur et de ma honte ?».. 
Qui de vous deux doit tomber sous mea 
coups ?... 

(Faust tii« mb «pfe.) 

C'est lui 1... 

Vous le voulez ?... — Allons, dodeu , a 

vous I... 
Redouble, 6 Dieu puissant, 
Ma force et mon courage 1 
Permets que dans son sang 
)e lave mon outrage 1 

Terrible et fr^missant, 
II glace mon courage 1 
Dois-je verser le sang 
Du frfcre que j'outrage ?.. 
De son air mena^ant, 
De son aveugle rage, 
Je risl...nion bras puissant 
Va d^oumer TorageU. 



FAUST 
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fte 



liWihMdliv 



WiaMk). 



M*t. 



VmL 



M*p. 



Thou gift of Marguerite, 
Which tin now hath ever saved me, 
111 no more of thee — I cast thee henoe I 
Accursed gift, I throw thee from me 1 

(Thmrs it asfrilf Avaf 
(Mide). 

Thoull repent it I 

(to Paoit). 

Ckmie on, defend thyself 1 



VmL 



M^p. 



(to PAOtr, ia • wbiipM'). 

Stand near to me, and attadc him only; 
in take care to parry I 

(TMrfiiht.) 
(blHiic). 

Ahl 

Behold our hero, 

Lifeless on the ground I 

Come, we must hence — quick, fly I 

(Eiit. dfiffiac pAHtr after Ua.) 



.) 



Oh. 



nL 



SCENE VII. 

Ckiwi. with lighted torches; afterwvdi Soebbl aad Mak- 

Hither, hither, come this way — 

They're fighting here hard by i 

See, one has fallen ; 

The unhappy man lies prostrate there. 

Ah 1 he moves — yes, still he breathes ; 

Quick, then, draw nigh 

To raise and succor him I 



Tis useless, cease these vain laments. 

Too often have I gazed 

On death, to heed it 

When my own time hath comfe I 



Mat. 



VoL 



(MAaooBun Appcon At the bocfc, wppoited bf 



and fAlHiw oa h« 

Valentine I ah, Valentine I 

(thriMthw her fnn idm). 

Marguerite I 

What would'st thou here } 



.) 



I). 



Vai. 
(I 



M€f. 



Fa/. 



Mep. 



de iOK mim b ■rfdiiHr qpm W a domde Mabguxwtb). 

Et toi qui pr^rvas mes jours, 
Toi qui me viens de Marguerite, 
Je ne veuz plus de ton secours, 
MMaille maudite 1... 

(n Jetle k mldaiOe kfai de hdO 
(iiput). 

Tu t'en repentiras 1 

«En garde l...et dtfends-toi I... 



Fai. 



(h Fauct). 

Serrez-vous contie moi 1... 

Et poussez seulement, cher docteur !. 

moi, je pare. 
Ahl 

(VAUortn tomhe.) 



Mep. Voici notre htfros ^tendu sur le sable t... 
Au large maintenant I au large 1... 



FAUtT. AnlDcnt Mabtbk et dee bomveois portaaf 



d.2fi3 



sc£:ne VII. 

Valbhtiv, liAann, Boaqpeoia. pas Sibbkl et MAaouaarrB. 



— away I 



Moft. el Us Bourg, 
Par ici 1... 
Par ici, mes amis I on se bat dans la 

rue 1... — 
L'un d'eux est tomb^ lal — Regardez... 

le voici I... 
II n'est pas encore mortl.. . — on dirait 

qu'il remue I... — 

Vite, approchez l...il faut le secourir ! 
Val. 

(ae soaleraiit awe effort). 

Merci 1 

De vos plaintes, faites-moi grace t... 
J'ai vu, mo^bleu I la mort en face 
Trop souvent pour en avoir peur !... 

(llABOoaaiTB paiait an fond soMtenae par Subbl.) 

Jfor. Valentin {...Valentin i... 

(Bb loarte k loule e* toahe h venou pris de VALBiniN.) 

Val. Marguerite I masoeurl... 

ai la vepoMK.) 

Que me veuz-tu ?...va-t'en 
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JAr. 

Vml. 



Cho. 



Mar. 



SU. 



Fai. 



Ch^. 



Ch0. 



Oheav'kil 

Forherldkt Poor foot • 

I tboi^^ to cfaastiM her tedueerl 



He dies, shin \fj her seducer 1 

Fresh grief is tliisi sh, bitter pwiisb- 

fnent 
Have pitjr on her, ptmy 1 



Marguerite, give ear awhile ; 
That iriiich was decreed 
Hath duly oome to pass. 
Death comes at its good pleasure: 
All mortals must obqr its behest 
But for you intervenes an evil life I 
Those white hands will never woric more ; 
The labors and sorrows that others em- 

plojr, 
Will be forgotten in hours of joy. 
Darest thou Hve, ingrate ? 
Darest thou still exist ? 
Go I Shame overwhelm thee I Remorse 

follow thee I 
At length Ay hour will soudd. 
Die I And if God pardoiis thee hereafter. 
So may this life be a continual curse t 
Terrible wish I Undiristian thought I 
In thy last sad hour, unfortunate 1 
Think of thy own soul's welfere. 
Forgive, if thou wouUst be fMgiven. 



*•*• 



Mar. U Dieu I. 

VaL Je meurs par die I^ 

J'ai sottement 

Cherch< querdle 

A son amant I 
LaFntle 

U meurt, frapptf par son amantl 
Mgt. Douleur crudle 1 
O chitiment 1... 

(4VAUMin). 

Grftce p(^r elle I.^ 
Soyez dement I 



Vol. 



dwatenn pw ceox qni TcnUMicai). 

Ecoute-moi bien, Maiguerite I... 

Ce qui doit arriver arrive k Theure dite ! 

La mort nous frappe quand il faut, 

Et chacun ob^it aux vdont^s dte 

haul 1 .. 
— Toi l...te voilk dans la mauvaise voie I 
Tes blanches mains ne travailleront plus I 
Tu reniras, pour vivre dans la joie, 
Tous les devoirs et toutes les vertus I 
Va I la honte t'accable 
Le remords suit tes pas 1 
Mais enfin I'heure sonne t 
Meurs 1 et si Dieu te pardonne, 
Soit maudite ii 



Marguerite; Icurseyoul Death awaits 

me. 
X die by your hand ; but I die a soldier. 

God receive thy spirit 1 
God pardon thy sins I 






LaFnUi. 

O terreur, 6 blasphbne 
A ton heure supreme, infortun^, 
Songe, hdas, a toi-mtoe, 
Fardonne, si tu veuz tre un jour 
donn^l 

Vai. Maiguerite I Soit maudite I 

L^ mort t'attend sur ton grabat I 
Moi je meurs de ta main 
Et je tombe en soldat I 

(nnmt;) 

£a Fault. 

Que le Seigneur ait son ftme 
Et pardonne au ptebeur. 

(Ia toik toBbt.) 
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ACT V. 



SCENE L 



nmsi. Go 1 get thee hence I 
M^p. The mom appears^ black night is on th'S 
itxng. 
Qyiddy prevaO upon Marguerite to fol- 
low thee. 
The jailer soundly sleeps — here is the 

key, 
Thine own hand now can ope the door. 
Atttsi. Good I Get thee gone I 
Mep> Be sure thou tarry not I 

I will keep watch without 

CEiiC.) 

A9$9i. With grief my heart is wrung I 
Ohy torture 1 oh, sour^ of agony 
And remorse eternal I Behold her there 
The good, the beauteous girl. 
Cast like a criminal 
Into this vile dungecm ; 
Grief must her reason have disturbed, 
For, with her own hand, alas I 
Her child she slew 1 
Oh, BCarguerite I 

Mar. 

His voice did sure ^ 

Unto my heart resound. 

OttM.) 

Jkmst Marguerite t 

JKfT. At that glad sound it wildly throbs again 
Amid the modang laugh of demons. 

ibiM/. Marguerite 1 

Mmr. N6w am I free. He is here. It b his 
voice. 
Yes, thou art he whom I love. 
Fetters, death, have no terrors for me ; 
Ihou hast found me. Thou hast re- 
turned. 
Now am I saved 1 Now rest I on thy 
heart! 



ACTE CINQUI£ME« 

SCl^NE PREMIERE. 

LaPitooB. 
llAaoonm, wt do rm i f , Fauit, Mpj w i o p mii w, 

Famsi. Va t*en 1 

Mtf. Le jour va luire. — On dresse T^chafaud I 
Deckle sans retard Marguerite k te 

suivre. 
Le gedlier dwt — Void les dels. — II 

faut 
Que ta mam d'homme la ddivre. 

Famsi. Laisse*moi 1 

Mep. HAtex-vous. — Moi, je veille tu dehors. 

(Hint.) 

FausL Mon coeur est p^n^trtf d^^pouvante 1 — O 
torture 
O source de Tegrets et d'^temds re- 

mordsl 
C^est die I — La void, la douce creature 
Jet^ au fond d*une prison 
Comme une vile criminelle I 
Le desespotr ^ra sa raison 
Son pauvre enfant, 6 Dieu 1 tu^ par die 1 
Maigueritet 

Ah 1 c'est lui I — c'est lui I le bien-atmtf I 

(EBsMftve.) 

A son appel mon coeur s'est ranimtf. 
Fnut Maxguerite 1 
Jf Of. Au milieu de vos Mats de rire, 

Demons qui m'entoures, j'ai reconnu sa 
voixl 
Fkust. Marguerite I 
Uat' Sa main, sa douce main m'attire t 

Je suis libre I II est Ik I je Tentends I je 
la vob. 

Oui, c'est toi, je t*aime, 

Les fers, la mort m6me 

Ne me font plus peur 1 

Tu m*as retrouvtf, 

Me voilk sauv^ 1 

C'est toi, je suis sur ton cceur I 
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Fmul. Yes, I am here, and I love tfioe, 

In apite of the efforts of yon moddng 
demon* 



[ TniDi 



to 



Mar. 



Mar. 



Pausi. 

Mar. 

Pomk 



Mif. 



Mar. 



M^. 



Stay 1 this IS the spot 
Where one day thou -didst nieet me. 
Thine hand sought mine to clasp. 
<«Will yon not permit me, my Purest 

demoiselle, 
To offer you my arm, and dear for you 

the way ? '* 
'' No, sir. I am no dcm q iseUe, neither 

am I fair; 
And I have no need to accept your offered 



FaasL 



arm. 



ft 



FauU. What is*t she says? Ah me t Ah me 1 



And the garden I love is here. 

Odorous of myrtle and roses, 

Where every eve thou camest in 

With carefill step, as nig^t was falling. 

Come, Marguerite, let us fly I 

No 1 stay a moment ! 

O heav'n, she does not understand I 



SCENE IL 



UMi tM pnoBdnK. 

Away at once, while yet there's time I 

If longer ye delay, 

Not e'en my power can save ye. 

See'st thou yon demon crouching in the 

shade? 
His deadly glance is fixed on us ; 
Quidcl drive him from these sacred 

waHs. 
Away 1 leave we this spot, 
The dawn hath appeared ; 
Hear^st thou not the fiery chargers, 



Mar. 



Jimsi. 



Mar. 



Faust. 

Mar. 

Famsi. 



M^. 



Mar. 



M^. 



Oui, c'est moi, je f afane^ 

Malgr^ I'effort mtme 

Du d^mon moqueur, 

Je t'ai retrouv^, 

Te voilk sauvtf , 

C'est moi, viens sur mon ccsur t 

On dlfnaMM ikwoeBMBt <fe tcs bcas). 

Attends l...voici la rue 

OtL tu m'as vue 

Pour la premiere fois I... 

OA votre main osa presque etBeurer mes 

doigtsl 
'' — Ne permettes-vouS pas, ma belle 

demoiselle, 
Qu'on vous offre le bras pour faire le 

chemin ? " 
** — Non, monsieur, je ne sub demoiselle 

ni belle, 
Et je n'ai pas besoin qu'on me donne la 

main 1 " 
Oui, mon coeur se souvient! — Maif 

fuyons 1 I'heure passe I 
Et void le jardin charmant, 

* 

Perfumtf de myrte et de rose, 
Oik chaque soir discr^ement 
Tu p^ntftrais k la nuit close. 
Viens, Marguerite, fuyons I 
Non, reste encore. 
Ociel, elle ne m'entends past 



SCENE II. 



I 



Xjti nllBM. MBPHRTOraiUS. 

Alerte 1 alerte I ou vous 6tes perdus t 
Si vous tardez encor, je ne m'en mite 

plus I 
Le d^mon I ie d^mon! — Le vois-tu?.., 

Ut ..dans I'ombre 
Fixant sur nous son Geil de feu 1 
Que nous veut-il? — Chasse-le du saint 

lieu! 
L'aube depuis longtemps a perc^ la nuit 

sombre, 
La jour est levtf 
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JKir. 



Pausl. 
Mar. 



Famt. 
Mar. 
PausL 
Mar. 



Mep. 

Che. 



As with iK>Dorous hoof they paw the 
ground ? 

iEndcavoriBC to drag Faqst wkh him.) 

Haste ye, then, — perchance there vet 
Is time to save her 1 
O Heaven, I crave thy help ! 
Thine aid alone I do implore ! 

(Kaeetinff.) 

Holy angels, in heaven bless'd, 
My spirit longs with ye to rest 1 
Great Heaven, pardon grant, I implore 

thee. 
For soon shall I appear before thee 1 
Marguerite 1 Follow me, I implore I 
Holy angels, in heaven blessed. 
My spirit longs with ye to rest I 
Great Heaven, pardon grant, I implore 

thee. 
For soon shall I appear before thee 1 



O Marguerite 1 

Why that glance with anger fraught ? 

Marguerite I 

What blood is that which stains thy 

hand I 
Away 1 thy sight doth cause me horror I 

(Fdh.) 

Condemned 1 

Saved I 

Christ hath arisen I 

Christ hath arisen I 

Christ is bom again 1 

Peace and felicity 

To all disciples of the Master 1 

Christ hath arisen i 



(The Braoa walk open. The soul of Maxouxkitb ritet towards 
FAtiST cues despurincly after her, then falls on hb kaect snd 
Mepihstofbslbs tims away, baired by the iftdBiaf fironl of 
iRhaoflel.) 

End or nu Opiia. 



De leur pied sonore 

J'entends nos chevaux frapper le pavtf. 

(Cherchant i entralner Faust.) 

Viens 1 sauvons-la. Peut4tre il en est 
temps encore ! 
Mar, Mon Dieu, prot^gez-moi ! — Mon Dieu, 
je vous implore 1 

(Tonbant h fcnons.) 

Anges purs 1 anges radieux I 
Portez mon Ame au sein des cieux I 
Dieu juste, It toi je m'abandonne I 
Dieu bon, je suis k toi I — pardonne I 



FausL 
Mar. 



FausL 
Mar. 

Fausi. 
Mar. 



Viens, suis*moi 1 je le veux 1 
Anges purs, anges radieux I 
Portez mon Ame au sein des cieux I 
Dieu juste, i toi je m'abandonne 1 
Dieu bon, je suis A toi 1 — pardonne I 
Anges purs, anges radieux 1 
Portez mon Ame au sein des cieux I 

(Brak an dehots.) 

Marguerite I 

Pourquoi ce regard mena9ant ? 

Marguerite t 

Pourquoi ces mains rouges de sang? 

(Le lepoussant.) 

Va L..tu me fais horreur 1 

(EBs tombe sans m unn me iA .) 

Cha. d$s Anges > Sauv^e I Christ est ressuscittf I 
Christ vient de renaftre ! 
Paix et f^icittf 
Aux disciples du Maitre I 
Christ vient de renaftre. 
Christ est ressuscit^ 1 



djt^ Mandt la prison seaont onvefts. L'ime de MAaooBUia 
s'ttv« dans les denz. Faust la suit des fens a^cc dfnipoir; it toate 
h fenons ct prie. M aFHmw ms est h demi wamn€ tout Tf 
de I'archaiifei) 



Mip. 



A I 
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ACT I: A MOI LES PLAISIRS (OH, I WOULD HAVE PLEASURE) 

Allegro, 






— ^uX 



I 



(b^ 



/ i—i I— I— 1 1—1 ,-^ -"^j 
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ACT III: O NUIT I^AMOUR (O NIGHT OF LOVE) 
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ACT IV : SOLDIERS CHORUS 
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ACT V : ANGES PUR, ANGES RADIEUX (HOLY ANGELS, IN HEAVEN BLEST) 
Madtrato matst^so. 








